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		Lost Opportunities & New Beginnings: Why It’s Never Too Late

		Home and Heart

		A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

		Sometimes life hands us golden opportunities, and for whatever reason, we let them slip by. Maybe nerves got the better of us, maybe timing wasn’t right, or maybe we just didn’t realise how much we’d want that moment once it was gone. I can’t be the only one who’s looked back and thought, “What if I’d actually said yes to that invitation, taken that trip, or taken that job opportunity?”

		But here’s something I’m slowly learning: sometimes, if we’re lucky, life gives us second chances. They might not look exactly the same (they rarely do!), but when they come around, they can spark something new in us. Fresh opportunities to be brave, to discover what we missed before, or to finally see a side of ourselves we thought had passed us by.

		So here’s to letting go of regret, welcoming the unexpected, and remembering that it’s never too late to chase a little excitement or say yes to something (or someone!) just a little bit outside our comfort zone. Who knows, maybe that missed chance wasn’t a dead end, but just the beginning of something even better.

		When was the last time you let yourself try again?

		Yours in persistence and faith,

		Millie Grace

		

	
		Chapter one

		

		Not Over Yet

		Lewis paused in the doorway before he left, his hand lingering on the frame as he glanced back at Millie one last time. “Thank you, Millie,” he said softly, low and sincere. “For a fantastic evening.” She smiled, flushed and breathless, and made him promise that, no matter what, he would be discreet. To never tell a soul what happened here. He met her eyes steadily, the weight of that promise clear. “You have my word,” he assured her before stepping out, the glass office door clicking shut behind him.

		The silence that followed was awkward, so many things hanging between the three of us. Matthew had returned to the seat behind his desk, his eyes locked on Millie as she stood near the glass windows looking out onto the sales lot. Without a word, he slid a box of tissues across the desk toward her. She caught it silently, her fingers trembling as she reached out to clean herself up, wiping away the last of Lewis’s semen from her pussy and thighs. The musky scent of sex lingered in the air.

		I stayed rooted near her, my body aching with a mix of desire and something darker, an unsure sense of unease buried inside. I had come here tonight expecting some excitement, but what had occurred had shaken me and left me in doubt of everything. Matthew wasn’t just my boss anymore, the boss with an agenda to help me see Millie have sex with another man. Now I saw him as the puppeteer behind every move, controlling, deliberate, a man who played with people like pieces on a board. I didn’t know why I was suddenly seeing everything differently. Perhaps it was the fact that Millie had taken that final step. That she’d fucked someone.

		My wife straightened, slipping into her clothes, underwear first, then the jeans and sweater she’d arrived in, unhurried, yet deliberate, knowing Matthew was still watching, still seeing her body. I felt the hunger rising, the desire to take her back to the home we shared, away from this place where she’d just lost her innocence. My voice caught softly as I spoke. I cleared my throat and started again, but Millie interrupted me before I could form the words I wanted to say.

		"I've never done anything so spontaneous, so exciting in my entire life," she breathed, her voice barely hiding her exhilaration. Millie turned toward us, finally fully dressed, her brown eyes still sparkling with a wildness that I’d seen too many times tonight. "I hope you both enjoyed watching. You did, didn’t you?"

		Matthew’s eyes glinted, and he nodded smoothly. "Oh, yes," he said, his tone appreciative but controlled. "Yes, Millie... I did. Watching a married woman fuck someone else is… Incredibly arousing to me."

		Heart pounding, I managed my own affirmation, unable to lie even though I was feeling that pungent cocktail of desire and regret. "I did. But I can't wait to get you home," I said, trying to keep the negative side of my emotions from my voice. "To show you exactly how much I enjoyed it in my own way."

		Millie’s gaze softened, acknowledging the promise, yet something flickered in her expression, something more profound than just lust.

		Matthew straightened behind his desk, his usual calm authority regaining its place. "Yes. Go home now. Take some time to enjoy each other privately, to process what happened tonight," he said, voice steady. "But know this, I’ll be calling you first thing tomorrow morning. Tomorrow is Day Ten and I… we… have unfinished business, Millie.”

		“We could finish it tonight,” Millie smirked at him, giving him one last chance to change his mind about not fucking her tonight, right here, right now.

		“Good things come to those who wait.” As he spoke, I caught a subtle movement, his hand slipping into one of his desk drawers. I leaned in slightly, curious, but the angle hid the object from view. Something golden gleamed briefly, just out of reach of my sight. What did he have planned for tomorrow?

		“If you’re playing hard to get,” Millie slipped her hand into mine, and together we turned toward the exit. “It’s working.” Then, with a last look over her shoulder, she tugged me through the office door and away from Matthew.

		Walking through the showroom’s dimly lit expanse, I couldn’t stop myself from looking around again, half expecting the polished floors, the sleek cars under soft spotlights, the Ferrari, to look different. Of course, they didn’t. Everything was the same, but now, this was the place where everything changed between Millie and me. Would I ever see this showroom the same way again? The question lingered as we stepped into the cool night, the door closing softly behind us.

		“Are you okay?” Millie asked, her breath clouding in the cool night air.

		“I’m fine,” I reassured her, forcing a smile. “I just want… need… to get you home.”

		The tension between us didn’t ease during the taxi ride home. Millie leaned close, her fingers brushing lightly against my thigh before drifting upward, tracing the outline of my cock through my trousers. When she tried to free me, I caught her hand, holding it gently but firmly.

		“Not now,” I whispered firmly. “I don’t want... to do what you did with Matthew. I just want to get you home, get Andie out of the way, and remind you exactly who you belong to.”

		She looked up at me, those dark eyes sparkling with that mischievous, sultry gleam that always made my heart race. A low giggle escaped her lips, and the warmth of her excitement made my cock stiffen in my pants.

		“Good,” she breathed. “I can’t wait.”

		My hand found hers, entwining fingers as the taxi cruised through the darkened streets. She leaned into me and, despite her perfume, I realised I could still smell the scent of sex on her. Lewis’s sweat mixed with hers, the tang of his cum.

		By the time the taxi pulled up outside, Millie was practically vibrating with excitement, her hand still wrapped tightly in mine. The house was quiet except for the faint glow from the living room. Andie was on the sofa, curled up with her head tipped back and eyes closed, but she stirred when we came in, brushing a strand of hair away from her cheek.

		She squinted at her phone, then up at us, bleary-eyed but smiling. “Hey, you two,” she yawned. “Kids are out cold. Grace wanted you to tuck her in, but she was snoring before I finished her story.”

		Millie squeezed my hand, and I could see the afterglow hadn’t left her face. She crouched beside Andie, lowering her voice in a mock-whisper. “Thank you, sis. So they didn’t give you any trouble?”

		“Not a bit. Ethan fell asleep after his bath, and Grace just wanted two stories instead of one. Easy money.” Andie looked at the clock, stifled another yawn, and stretched.

		“You can stay over if you want,” Millie said. “There’s no sense driving back so late. The spare room is all made up for you.”

		Andie shook her head, blinking herself awake. “Nah, I’m shattered, but I’ll head home. I can’t keep staying here. The kids will think Auntie Andie is living here now. I’ll just grab a cab. Shaun’s working, so I might actually get some sleep.” She grinned, then tilted her head, watching us with that knowing look she always got after a big night out. “So, how did it go? Millie told me about her last-minute modelling shoot, and I saw your live stream.”

		I glanced at Millie, curious to see how she’d spin it. Last night, she couldn't wait to tell Andie every detail, no matter how private. Tonight, she only gave a slight, casual shrug. “Yeah, it was good. It went well. I did a few shots in that gold dress, and then, you know, just chatted to people. We ended up staying late for a staff leaving party.” She stopped there, fixing a smile to her face. No mention of Lewis. No hint about Matthew. Nothing about what had actually happened in that office. But why? What had changed?

		Andie’s brow lifted, a tiny frown of suspicion, as though she knew Millie was holding back, but she didn’t push it. She slid her shoes on, took her bag from the armchair, and gave us a tired smile. “Well, sounds like you made a night of it. Let’s see what the photos look like before you decide you’re retiring from blogging to become a full-time model, yeah?”

		Millie laughed, the sound a little too big, a little forced. “I don’t think that’ll be happening any time soon, as much fun as it was.”

		I watched her, trying not to stare. Why was she suddenly playing things so close to her chest?

		Andie gave both of us a quick hug, told me I’d done more than enough work lately, and so to sleep in, if my boss would allow it, then disappeared into the chilly darkness, her footsteps fading down the drive until Millie closed the front door softly behind her.

		For a moment, Millie just stood there, back pressed to the door. I waited, letting the quiet settle between us. We were home, back to our safe space, our ordinary life. But nothing about tonight felt ordinary at all.

		Millie finally turned, her brown eyes meeting mine, full of everything she wasn’t saying. “Do you want any supper… or should we…?” Her eyes flicked up the stairs.

		I reached for her hand again. “I’m not hungry,” I said, as eager as she was. “Not for food, anyway.”

		She nodded, not saying a word, and let me lead her up the stairs, two at a time, both of us excited for what came next. Upstairs, the hallway was dark and still, our footfalls hushed by the carpet. I watched Millie in the faint glow from the always-on bathroom light as we stepped into the darkened bedroom, enjoying the sight of her jeans slipping from her hips, the sweater lifting over her head, her breasts and upper chest flushed still from earlier. When she tossed aside her bra and kicked off her panties, I took a moment to appreciate how beautiful she was. Lewis was the latest man to see her naked, but she was still mine.

		When she leaned back on the edge of the bed, I stepped between her knees, running my hands along her thighs. Her skin felt as impossibly soft as it always did, but when my fingers slid higher, I could feel the difference, the tell-tale stickiness of his dried cum, the cool wetness between her pussy lips, where Lewis had been not so long before. My heart hammered harder, a mix of jealousy and raw hunger curdling in my gut.

		I pressed my palm between her breasts and pushed her gently back onto the covers. “Spread your legs for me,” I ordered hoarsely, feeling a need to be commanding, to let her know who she belonged to. She obeyed, spreading for me with a confidence that wasn’t there just a few days ago. I saw it then, her delicate pink folds still glistening, just a hint of redness around her pussy, the fine dark hair matted with cum, the unmistakable signs that she’d been recently fucked. And fucked well. For a second, I just stared, awestruck and jealous.

		My cock throbbed painfully, pressed tight against my boxers. I wanted to taste her, to see if there was anything of him left. For a moment, I hovered above her, drawing my fingers along her inner thighs, then slipped one slowly inside. She gave a soft gasp, her hole giving way easily, still stretched from where Lewis had been. That made something in me twist, painfully sweet, and I couldn’t help but imagine, with shame and excitement, what she must have felt as he pushed into her earlier.

		“Still sensitive?” I asked, voice low.

		She nodded, biting her lip, a flush spreading up her chest. “It feels… different. Good. But kind of sore.”

		That admission undid me. I pressed forward, covering her mouth with mine, kissing her deep and rough, tasting everything she was. My hands roamed greedily over her breasts, savouring the firmness of them, squeezing and teasing her nipples as she gasped into my mouth. My need to reclaim her overrode everything else, every usually gentle instinct replaced by some animal need to mark her as mine.

		I undressed rapidly, then rejoined her on the bed. When I finally pushed inside her, I felt it even more, the way she yielded so instantly, her pussy looser and cooler than usual, her pussy still carrying the traces of another man’s load. It was dizzying. My jealous side warred with the thrill of it: Lewis had stretched her out, made her ready for me, and here I was, taking her again, making her mine all over.

		She dug her nails into my back, wrapping her legs around my waist, drawing me in deep. My thrusts were rougher than I intended, more desperate. Each stroke made the bed creak, made her gasp, and I couldn’t keep the words from spilling out. “Let me hear you,” I demanded softly. “Moan for me. Make the same noises you did with Lewis.”

		She was giving herself up to it, hips rolling up to meet me, her expression lustful. But there was something in her eyes, a distance that made me wonder if she was thinking back, if she was comparing us. Was Lewis harder, rougher? Did she like it more? Was I enough for her?

		The doubt twisted inside me, sharp and thrilling and agonising all at once. I wanted to erase the memory of anyone else from her mind, but I also wanted that memory there, to know exactly who I was taking her back from.

		“Don’t think about Lewis,” I growled into her ear, pushing deeper, feeling my balls slap against her slick flesh. “I want to be the only thing on your mind.”

		Her nails raked my shoulders. “I can’t help it,” she breathed, half-talking, half-moaning. “I can’t believe I had sex with someone else. But I want you, Jamie. Right now, only you.”

		The words sent me over the edge, that raw edge of jealousy and desire taking over. I sat up, gripping her hips as I rolled her onto her stomach, then pulled her up on her knees. Millie gasped, glancing back at me, her hair falling in loose strands over her face.

		I caught a fistful of her hair, tugging firmly, arching her back, and she moaned, loud and unashamed. I needed her like this: his cum was still inside her, she’d been his earlier, but now all of her, trembling and open, was mine again. I pushed into her from behind, driving deep, my hands hard at her waist, pounding at her like my marriage depended on it. Perhaps it did. The cool stickiness of Lewis only spurred me on. Every thrust was a claim, she was mine.

		She took it all, pushing back against me, groaning as the headboard hammered the wall. My hand found her shoulder, fingers pressing deep, pulling her back onto me. “You feel so fucking good,” I told her. “My Millie. You’re mine.”

		“Yours,” she panted, her voice catching with a sob as pleasure and shame tangled together. “I belong to you. Jamie, please... don’t stop.”

		I gritted my teeth and pounded her harder, needing to believe it, needing to feel her give in completely. The thought of Lewis, of how his thick cock must have filled her, stretched her pussy, the way it must have felt, fucking her hard, burned me deeply. But now she was full of me, every inch thrusting into her.

		“Cum inside me,” she begged, words ragged. “I need you to.”

		That did it. A few more thrusts and I groaned, exploding deep inside her, emptying everything I had, holding her tightly until we were both shaking and spent, my cum mixing with whatever was left of Lewis’s.

		Afterwards, I collapsed beside her, sweat cooling on my skin. She rolled over, breathing hard, her cheek pressed to my chest, planting a light kiss there before closing her eyes. The high began to fade, and in its place came those doubts, creeping in like shadows at the edges of the room. Was I enough? Did she judge my sexual performance, my cock, against his? Did she want him again?

		She was quiet for a while, sighing as her breathing slowed. Then she lifted her head, and in the dim light, I saw her eyes open, almost afraid. “Jamie... do you still love me?” she asked quietly, uncertainty like a chill in her voice.

		My chest tightened, a new, fierce tenderness pushing my insecurities and jealousy aside. “Of course I love you,” I said, and I meant it. “More than ever. You’re still my Millie.”

		She nodded, but didn’t look away. “Was it everything you dreamed it would be? Your fantasy of me having sex with someone else? I hope I was naughty enough. I wanted it to be... perfect for you.”

		I kissed her hair, smiling softly, though a little twist of regret lingered under the words. “It was incredible,” I said, honest as I could be. “You were incredible. Seeing you with Lewis… It couldn’t have been better.”

		She exhaled, relaxing a little. “It was good for me too.” She sighed as I traced her spine with my palm, wondering how to say what I needed to say now.

		“Do you think,” I ventured, hearing the edge of hope and uncertainty in my voice, “Now that you’ve done it, now that I’ve seen you with another man... we can go back to normal? Back to just us?”

		She didn’t answer straight away. Her gaze drifted to the ceiling, quiet. “The ten days aren’t over yet,” she said finally. Her voice was soft—unsure. “Matthew said it’s not finished until day ten.”

		I repeated the words she’d said yesterday, forcing a playful tone but feeling suddenly tired. “Right. Ten days to do everything. But as you said, after day ten, everything goes back to normal. Right?”

		She gave a tiny nod, almost too slight to see. “Okay,” she murmured, but I could hear in her voice that she didn’t quite believe it.

		We didn’t talk any more. She curled in close, her body fitting so perfectly against mine, like it always did, and before long, we both drifted into a much-needed sleep, tangled together. And the last thing that crossed my mind before I slipped into dreamland was what Matthew had planned for tomorrow… and if I could stop it.

		

	
		Day 10

		

	
		Some Doors Never Close

		Home & Heart

		A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

		(W.I.P. – For my eyes only: finish after everything is over. This is the “safe” version of the Lewis post.)

		Hello, dear readers!

		Tonight, I realised something about certain choices in life.

		There are moments when you step across a line you never thought you’d cross. Before, you might have been the type to laugh shyly from the sidelines, to keep both feet firmly planted in the safe, familiar space. But then, one day, you take a leap. Someone dares you, or invites you, or simply offers you an open door — and curiosity pulls you through.

		You experience something so intense, so unlike anything you’ve ever known, that it leaves a mark. Not one you can see in a mirror, but one you feel deep in your core. You know, without anyone telling you, that you’ll never be exactly the same.

		They say you can always “go back” to who you were before. Maybe that’s true for some things. But I think there are some doors that, once stepped through, don’t swing shut again. Instead, they stay ajar, reminding you there’s more out there — more than you’d ever imagined — and now you’ve seen it, you’ll always wonder what else waits on the other side.

		And maybe, just maybe, you start to realise that you’re not ready to close them at all.

		With love and leaps,

		Millie Grace

		

	
		Chapter two

		

		One More Time

		Ethan was halfway through his cereal, humming some little song to himself, while Grace sat at the table swinging her legs and picking at her toast. I sipped my coffee, and for a second, it almost felt like any other weekday morning.

		But the moment my eyes drifted to Millie, I knew it wasn’t. Her robe hung open just enough to flash some skin and stir the memories I couldn’t shake. My wife, bent over Matthew’s desk, Lewis behind her, filling her, pounding her until she begged for more. The ache that vision stirred conflicted with a feeling of morning regret in my gut.

		I slid Ethan his lunchbox. “You all set for school, champ?”

		He nodded, mouth full.

		Millie caught my eye over the rim of her mug. Not a hint of guilt, just a content, satisfied glow. “Did you sleep well?” I asked quietly.

		She grinned faintly. “Yeah… although I’m a little sore this morning.” She glanced away, sipping her coffee. “I’m not sure if it’s from Lewis or you. You haven’t made love to me like that for years, Jamie. Which is… good, right? It means what I did with Lewis lit a spark in you, maybe?”

		I wasn’t sure if it was a question or a statement. She was right, but I didn’t necessarily want to admit to it. “I suppose.”

		She stretched her legs under the table, brushing her bare toes against my shin. “So…” she added with a teasing smile, “I hope Matthew doesn’t want to do anything too crazy tonight. If you know what I mean?”

		I frowned slightly. “So you still think he wasn’t satisfied… after what we did with Lewis?”

		She gave me a look like I’d forgotten something obvious. “He’s definitely not satisfied. He’s wanted me since he first met me, Jamie. He told me yesterday. It’s Day Ten today, remember.”

		I turned to rinse Ethan’s bowl so that I didn’t have to hold her gaze. She was counting down the hours for her moment with Matthew, and all I wanted was to get through today without him cornering me.

		Millie got ready and headed out the door to take Ethan to school, taking Grace with her like always. After she’d gone, the house felt still, but my head was anything but. I finished getting ready for work, trying to distract myself with the news on the radio, but it didn’t work. By the time I pulled into the showroom car park, that dull knot of unease had planted itself deep in my gut.

		It was Friday morning, the end of the week, and on the surface, everything looked exactly like it should. The morning sun beamed in through the glass frontage, the new Ferrari gleaming in its new spot, polished to within an inch of its life. A few of the staff out front having a laugh with one of the valeters. All so normal… except for the fact it wasn’t. Not for me. Not today.

		I’d been hoping, quietly, stupidly, that Matthew might hold off on whatever he’d got planned for Day Ten. Just to give me time to figure out what I even wanted. The irony wasn’t lost on me: I’d been the one pushing for this from the start, encouraging Millie to do more and more, and now she was the one buzzing with excitement while I was suddenly wanting to slow down.

		I glanced at that damn Ferrari again and, uninvited, a memory flared — Millie last night, posing naked right in this very spot, lit by the spotlights above, leaning against the bonnet, her skin glowing as she looked over her shoulder at me. I could practically smell the faint trace of her perfume, hear the click of Matthew’s phone camera. My cock twitched in my pants, and I had to adjust myself to get comfortable.

		“Jamie.”

		The voice snapped me back. Matthew was standing in the doorway to his glass-walled office, a curled finger beckoning me in. My stomach dropped.

		I stepped inside, and that’s when I noticed we weren’t alone. A guy I didn’t recognise sat across from the desk, mid-thirties maybe, tidy suit, short dark hair, all smiles but the slightly wary kind you see at job interviews.

		“This is Callum,” Matthew said easily, sitting back down, leaning back in his chair. “He’s here about taking over Lewis’s vacancy.”

		I nodded politely, shaking the guy’s hand, but my mind was racing. Matthew’s eyes lingered on me a second too long in that way he had, the kind of look that tells you he’s already decided what’s happening next, and it’s just a matter of when, not if.

		“Callum, this is Jamie, your potential new boss.” Matthew leaned back in his chair, hands laced behind his head, and said it like it was the most casual thing in the world.

		The word hit me like a kick in the balls. Potential? My mind snagged on it instantly. I’d been led to believe this was settled, that I was sliding into Lewis’s spot and gaining the sales manager’s role without question. That was the whole point of… well, everything that happened last night.

		I forced a polite smile and shook Callum’s hand. “Nice to meet you,” I said, but I’m sure my confusion must’ve shown.

		Matthew caught it. Of course he did. His mouth twitched in a way that wasn’t quite a smile. “I’ll have a word with you in a moment, Jamie,” he murmured, eyes glinting with that knowing edge that always put me on guard. Then he glanced back at Callum as if I’d just been a minor interruption.

		The next few minutes were painful. I sat there silently, only half-listening as Matthew ran through the last of his scripted questions about sales experience, weekend availability, ‘team fit.’ Callum gave all the right answers, leaning forward in his chair like an eager schoolboy.

		When Matthew finally stood, Callum followed suit, straightening his tie. “I’ll be in touch over the weekend,” Matthew said, his voice easy, unreadable. “Thanks for coming in.”

		Callum smiled, shook both our hands again, and left the office. The click of the door closing behind him seemed to echo in the silence. Matthew sat back down, his gaze sliding straight to me, and I knew that whatever was coming next had nothing to do with job interviews.

		He stayed in his chair for a beat, watching me like he could read every thought going through my head. Then he leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk.

		“The sales manager’s job is yours,” he reassured me. Annoying. Was he toying with me? A little of the tension in my shoulders eased, only for it to creep right back when he added, “That said, there are a few… developments. I might not be in the showroom much in the coming weeks. I’ve got some things happening outside of work. Nothing to worry about,” he added quickly, with that half-smile that was supposed to relax me but didn’t. “So, if all goes well, there could be even more responsibility for you. And an even higher salary with it, of course.”

		More responsibility. More money. But the way he said it instantly made me suspicious that there was a catch. With Matthew, it seemed there usually was.

		“Thank you,” I replied slowly. “I’m happy that you trust me to step in.”

		“I do.” He let it hang there, then shifted in his chair, casually. “Anyway, I’ll talk to you about that next week, if things continue to go well. We have more fun things to discuss first. I enjoyed last night. I hope Millie did. And you.”

		It was like a switch had been pressed. The memory hit me all at once, Millie on her back, moaning with Lewis between her thighs, slamming into her as Matthew and I watched from the same spots we were in now. Her tits bouncing with every thrust, the slap of his balls on her ass, her head tipped back after she’d orgasmed. I looked away for a moment, jaw tight, forcing my breathing into something that didn’t betray what that image still did to me.

		Matthew smirked like he’d noticed anyway. “So, to tonight…” He sat back and clasped his hands. “I’ve booked the Hilton Royal. Five-star, best hotel in town. Not only that, but the penthouse suite. For Millie and I.”

		I sat back in the chair opposite. “Tonight?”

		He gave me a look like he couldn’t believe I’d even questioned it. “It’s day ten, Jamie. The big final day. She might have had her first new dick last night, but she’s not a hotwife yet. We’re going to see this through.”

		“I see,” I said, my voice tight.

		He gazed at me over the desk, his expression unreadable. “Jamie, you don’t cut the last chapter out of the book; you make it the one everyone remembers.”

		It was clear he wasn’t asking for my blessing. This was happening whether I liked it or not. I stared at him. “You’re saying you want to fuck her?”

		“Obviously.” He didn’t blink. “This was as much your idea as it was mine. The question is, are you still okay with it? Or are you going to disappoint me at the last moment?”

		Am I okay with it? I thought about saying no. I also thought about Matthew’s earlier line about “more responsibility, more pay” if things continue to go well. As I considered pissing him off, bringing a halt to all of this, I wondered what that might do to my chance at the manager’s job.

		Then, as I continued to plan my next move, another unbidden mental image came. This one wasn’t a flashback from last night. It was a fantasy. Millie laid out beneath the man sitting opposite me, in some high-end hotel bed, his hands gripping her wrists, her legs wide, his cock driving into her while she moaned like she’d moaned last night. To my annoyance, once again, the thought made my trousers tighten.

		I shifted in my seat, swallowed. “I’ll talk to Millie about it later,” I said at last, trying to buy some time. “It’s up to her, of course.”

		Matthew leaned back in his chair, a smile widening on his face like he’d already won. “I’ve already filled Millie in on all of this,” he said. “I texted her, right before the interview. She says she can’t wait and that she’s looking forward to finally spending some time with me, if you know what I mean.”

		Shit. If I stopped this now, if I decided to get off the rollercoaster before the end, I wouldn’t only be pissing off Matthew and lowering my chances of promotion, but I’d also be disappointing my wife. I could get another job. Start again, work my way up the ladder somewhere new. But the thought of leading Millie down this rabbit hole, then pulling the rug from under her feet at the last moment…

		My mind went instantly to her words yesterday. What she’d said before having sex with Lewis, after I’d confessed it was what I’d wanted: Day Ten is the end of it, she’d said. Then we go back to normal.

		“I still need to talk to her,” I said finally, standing up and smoothing down my trousers, hoping the bulge at the front didn’t show. “I need to check my emails, too. It’s Friday, and it’s usually—”

		“Usually busy on a Friday,” Matthew nodded. “I know.” He glanced towards the door, letting me know I was fine to leave. “Let me know what she says.”

		I stepped out into the main showroom, taking a deep breath and trying to gather my wits. Then I headed to my desk, scanning through the emails while pondering what to do. Eventually, I pulled my phone out and typed a quick message.

		So I hear you know about Matthew’s plan for tonight already?

		Millie’s reply came almost instantly.

		Yes! I was waiting for you to confirm. He texted me this morning.

		I barely had time to process that before the screen lit up again, this time, her calling me. I looked around. There were customers and staff everywhere, right when I needed privacy. I left my desk and stepped into the service corridor to take it.

		“Hey,” I said, keeping my voice low.

		“Can you believe it?” Her voice was giddy, almost ecstatic. “The Hilton Royal! It’s a five-star hotel, Jamie. And the penthouse suite… he must really want this, Jamie. I’m… quite excited. Nervous, but excited. Aren’t you?”

		I swallowed, fighting the urge to say maybe we shouldn’t, that this was a step too far. That I’d seen what I wanted to see, her with another man. But the way she sounded — genuinely thrilled — stopped me.

		“If this is what you want…” I started.

		She interrupted, “I want to make you happy. This is your fantasy, remember?”

		I looked down at the tiled floor. She was right. It had always been my fantasy to see her have sex with other guys. To see her with a bigger dick. To see her become something she wasn’t, a hotwife.

		“You enjoyed last night, didn’t you?” I asked quietly, trying to make sense of it. This was Day Ten. The final day.

		“Maybe,” she breathed, then laughed under her breath. “Definitely. The sex with Lewis was fun. Then with you, when we got home. It was amazing. Can you imagine how much better tonight will be? Matthew wants me, Jamie. Matthew!”

		And just like that, I knew I wasn’t going to call it off. I was letting this happen because she wanted it, and because somewhere along the way, I’d convinced myself that was the point. Still, I couldn’t help thinking: How did I get myself into such deep water?

		I cleared my throat. “Just so we’re clear… this is Day Ten. After tonight, we go back to normal tomorrow. Right?”

		There was a pause, and when she answered, her voice had lost a little of that playful sparkle. “…Right. Yes. That’s correct. I said that yesterday, didn’t I?”

		The way she said it didn’t quite convince me, but before I could press, she asked, “Has Matthew mentioned last night? The sex with Lewis? Did he tell you if he enjoyed watching me?”

		I hesitated. “He said he enjoyed it but didn’t exactly go into detail.”

		“Mmm. Has he told you he’s looking forward to tonight? To sleeping with me?”

		“Yes,” I admitted quietly.

		She went quiet for a beat. I could picture her smile. Then: “So… are you going to watch? What’s the plan?”

		I scraped a hand over my jaw. “I’m… not sure.”

		Millie was silent again for a moment, then her tone shifted, purposeful. “Why don’t you go speak to Matthew? Find out exactly what’s happening tonight and let me know. I’m already figuring out what to wear, but haven’t decided yet. Maybe I’ll go out and buy something new… maybe new lingerie too.”

		The thought of that… of her buying new underwear… for another man, sent a ripple of arousal through me, and I gripped the phone tighter. “What colour—” I stopped, clearing my throat. “What colour are you thinking?”

		“I don’t know yet,” she teased. “What do you suggest?”

		“Black. Lacy, See-through,” I said without hesitation, the image hitting me fast. Millie, my Millie, in a sheer bra and matching panties, legs long and bare, wearing it not for me but for him, under some classy dress in a five-star hotel bedroom. My cock stirred at the thought before I could even stop it. I should really go to the men’s room and wank off or something.

		“Mmhmm… black lace it is then,” she purred, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

		A voice cut in behind me, snapping me back to reality. One of the guys from the service team poked his head through the corridor door. “Umm, sorry to interrupt your call, but a customer is looking for you at the desk.”

		I turned slightly away from him. “Yeah, I’ll be there in a sec.” I said into the phone, “I’ll call you back and let you know what Matthew says.”

		“Good,” Millie replied. “I’ll be waiting. Until then, keep thinking about me in black lace panties…”

		I hung up, but the image that she’d just planted refused to leave. I dealt with the customer on autopilot, nodding through questions about APR rates and service packages, all the while my mind was elsewhere. Millie, in that bedroom, Matthew sliding her black lace panties down over her hips. Her kneeling before him, taking his cock in her mouth while I watched from a chair in the corner. My cock was hard, throbbing by the time I’d finished with the sale and as soon as I had a moment, I dashed to the toilet and wanked off furiously, shooting my load into the bowl in seconds.

		Afterwards, I gripped the sides of the sink, chest still heaving. My reflection in the mirror stared back at me, flushed face, slightly glazed eyes.

		Because I’d cum, everything suddenly seemed to make sense. This was post-ejaculation clarity; I knew what it was, and it hit me like a cold splash. The fantasy already felt distant, almost unreal, replaced by a heavy, gnawing question: Can I really do this? Am I really that guy? The kind who hands his wife to another man and watches? Who takes pride in calling himself a cuck instead of choking on the word?

		I’d always told myself I was. That was the fantasy from the start, wasn’t it? To see Millie get fucked. And now… now it had happened for real, and I didn’t know if the man staring back at me in smeared bathroom glass had the stomach for it.

		The thing was, I couldn’t deny the truth, not to myself. I’d enjoyed it. Watching her fuck Lewis, hearing her cum, knowing she was being fucked differently than how I fucked her… it lit something in me that I’d never been able to summon any other way. It fed that previously unquenched desire. But it still wasn’t fully sated. Half of me burned for it again, to see her with someone else. With Matthew. But the other half wanted to walk away and slam the door on this whole thing forever.

		I leaned closer, breathing through my nose, forcing the words in my head. It’s Day Ten. The last day. One more time, and then we can go back to normal. We pick up where we left off before any of this started. Millie goes back to just being a mum and an influencer. And I reap the benefits at the showroom. The new job title and the salary that comes with it. I bank the dirty memories to remember for the rest of my life. Then I let it go.

		One more time.

		I splashed water on my face, ran a hand through my hair, and squared up to the man in the mirror. My dilemma was resolved. I could do this. No… I needed to do this. My cock had softened, but something else in me had hardened. I left the washroom, crossed the showroom with that one singular goal in mind, and made my way to Matthew’s office. Where Millie had been fucked less than a day ago.

		He was there, jacket off, leaning back in his chair like the king of the castle. He glanced up from his laptop, smirking faintly before I even spoke. “Have you spoken to Millie?”

		“Yes,” I said, keeping my voice steady even though my pulse was pounding, “Let’s do it. So, what’s the plan?”

		“Jamie…” He rested a hand on my shoulder, leaning in close enough for me to smell his aftershave. He sensed how tense I was, how this wasn’t easy for me. “Please, relax. I promise I’m not just going to fuck her. Millie’s special. I’ll treat her right. You have my word that tonight’s going to happen properly.”

		I narrowed my eyes. “Properly?”

		He smiled wider. “Dinner first. I’ll take her to the best place I know. Somewhere she feels spoiled. Good wine. Good food. We’ll talk, have drinks at the hotel bar, maybe some dancing again, like last time.”

		The picture bloomed instantly in my head, Millie on his arm in a low-lit bar, her body moving with his to the soft music, his hands on her waist, her breath warm against his cheek. My heart thudded.

		“And then?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

		“Then,” he said lightly, “When the time is right, we’ll go upstairs. To the Penthouse suite. Drinks in the room… maybe a shower together. Then sex. All night. She’ll sleep over.”

		A hot flush rose in my chest, down into my groin, making my cock begin to stiffen again, even though I’d just cum minutes before.

		“You…” He nodded, smiling knowingly, “You should go to the pub, distract yourself. Play pool with your friends. Or stay home with the kids. It’s your call. But, later, I’ll text you when the moment’s right. If you want to arrange a babysitter, you’re welcome to join us… Watch… if that’s what you want. Watch me fuck her.”

		I swallowed; my mouth was suddenly dry. “Right. Got it.”

		Matthew gave my shoulder a firm squeeze before turning away, leaving me rooted there, head spinning, my mind replaying images I didn’t want but couldn’t stop.

		“I’m going to head home, start getting ready,” he called back to me from the office door. “I’ll pick Millie up at seven.”

		By the time he disappeared down the corridor, my heart was hammering, my breath loud in my ears. We were really going to do this. The culmination of his Ten-Day Plan. The time was here, everything we’d been building towards.

		I was going to let another man spend the night with my wife.

		

	
		Excitement. What would life be without it?

		Home and Heart

		A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

		As children, we find wonder in everything — a trip to the park, the curl of wrapping paper, the thrill of not knowing what tomorrow will bring. Somewhere along the way, most of us lose that habit. We settle into routines, into safe patterns. We forget the rush that makes us feel truly alive.

		But excitement is a joy in life. It stirs us, shakes us awake, reminds us that the world is bigger than the boxes we build for ourselves. Without it, life risks becoming flat, predictable, colourless.

		So, today, promise yourself some excitement. The kind that returns butterflies to your stomach and quickens your breath. Consider that sometimes, maybe, it’s worth making space for that, no matter how small you’ve built your box.

		Yours in faith and passion,

		Millie Grace

		

	
		Chapter three

		

		Knock Twice On The Door

		Istood in the bedroom doorway, watching Millie get ready, my stomach a churning ball of conflicting emotions. She sat at her dressing table in just her fluffy white dressing gown, carefully applying her makeup with the kind of precision she always reserved for special occasions. But this wasn't our anniversary or a family wedding. This was her getting ready for a night out with another man.

		"I've been reading about it online," she said, her gaze finding mine in the reflection of the mirror, her voice quiet, hesitant. "Not just what hotwives are. What they do. But about cuckolding. Why some husbands get turned on by it."

		I shifted against the doorframe, feeling slightly embarrassed for some reason. "Oh?"

		"It's more common than I thought." She capped the mascara and glanced at me in the mirror. "The psychology behind it. The thrill of sharing your partner, watching your wife experience pleasure. Especially if it’s something you can’t give her. Someone bigger, rougher..." She trailed off, colour rising in her cheeks. "Is that really how you feel?"

		The directness of the question caught me off guard. "Sometimes."

		She nodded slowly, then turned back to the mirror. "I think I'm starting to understand it. At least, I'm trying to. I still don’t quite get why it doesn’t make you insanely jealous, but I think that’s also part of it, right? It’s like a taboo thing."

		She stood and walked to the wardrobe, and I spotted a bag from a lingerie boutique on the bed. My pulse quickened.

		"I bought some new underwear," she said, pulling black tissue paper out of the bright pink bag, then drawing out two thin boxes. "For tonight. Something... naughty."

		When she opened the boxes and held up the lingerie, my breath caught. The bra was barely there, fancy black lace trimmed with red edges and sheer cups that would leave nothing to the imagination. The matching panties were little more than a whisper of black lace with the same red trim, cut high on the hips with delicate straps. They were daring and looked expensive, but that wasn’t all. She reached in again and pulled out another box, this time opening it to reveal a matching suspender belt and sheer black stockings.

		"Christ, Millie," I said, my voice rougher than intended. "I haven’t seen you wear anything like that since… since the white set you wore on our wedding night."

		She bit her lip, suddenly looking uncertain. "Too much?"

		I swallowed hard, watching her hold the delicate fabric against herself. "No… not at all. Matthew's going to love it."

		Her cheeks flushed deeper. "You think so?"

		"I know so."

		She began changing, slipping out of her dressing gown to reveal her bare skin, and then into the black lace lingerie with nervous, careful movements. The transformation was stark, my modest traditional housewife becoming something altogether more enticing, though she still carried herself with a familiar uncertainty as she looked at herself in the mirror.

		"I can't believe I'm doing this," she murmured, adjusting the bra straps and then attaching the suspenders to the stockings at her smooth thighs, with shaky fingers. I stood and stared at her as she did a slow twirl in the mirror, checking herself from all angles. I felt a hard, hot pang of jealousy that she was going to this much trouble for him. For Matthew. For my boss.

		Next came the dress, a gorgeous multi-coloured creation that hugged every curve, with swirling blue patterns. The neckline plunged lower than her usual dresses, dipping between her breasts, and the silky fabric clung to her body in ways that made my mouth dry. She'd chosen it perfectly; it was elegant enough for a five-star restaurant but sexy enough to drive any man wild.

		"How do I look?" she asked, turning to face me fully.

		I couldn't speak for a moment. Her makeup was flawless, with smoky eyeshadow and scarlet lipstick, her hair styled in long, loose waves that caught the bedroom light. She looked stunning, and yet nervously needing reassurance. I found it difficult to believe that someone as gorgeous as Millie didn’t know how good-looking she was sometimes.

		"Beautiful," I managed. "You look incredible."

		“And sexy?” She asked, smoothing the dress down over her hips, the gesture betraying her anxiety. "I hope so because…”

		She trailed off, turning to look at me.

		“What?”

		Before she could answer, her phone buzzed with a text. She picked it up from the dressing table and glanced at it, her expression shifting.

		"He's running a few minutes late," she said. "Traffic."

		We had more time. More time for her nerves to build, more time for me to second-guess everything, more time to watch my wife prepare herself for another man in ways that both thrilled and terrified me.

		The silence stretched between us, filled only by the sound of the kids watching TV downstairs. I found myself studying her face, searching for signs of the woman I'd married ten years ago. She was still there, underneath the makeup and the nervous energy, but something fundamental had shifted.

		When did this start? I wondered. When did my shy wife become someone who could buy lingerie like that, who could talk about understanding cuckolding psychology?

		Part of me wanted to be proud. Wasn't this what I'd fantasised about for years? My reserved Millie discovering her sexuality, unleashing her innermost desires, finding a lust for other men? But watching her now, seeing the way her hands trembled slightly as she checked her appearance in the mirror one more time, I felt a protective instinct surge through me that caught me off guard.

		"You don't have to do this," I said suddenly. "If you're having second thoughts..."

		She turned to look at me, and I saw something flicker across her face. Relief? Disappointment? It was gone too quickly to read.

		"I know," she said quietly. "But I want to. At least, I think I do." She sat down on the edge of the bed, the blue dress riding up slightly on her thighs. "I know I’ve been telling you — and myself — that I’ve been doing this for you, to fulfil your fantasy, to make you happy. But I think I want it too. Is that wrong? That I might actually want to do this for me, not just for you?"

		The question hung in the air between us. We'd both spent so long convincing each other this was my fantasy, my desire, that this was all for me, that I'd never really considered what it might awaken in her and how it might make her feel. Now, seeing her dressed for another man, I realised how naive I'd been.

		"No," I said, though my voice sounded hoarse. "It's not wrong."

		She nodded, then stood and walked to the dresser, pulling out a small clutch purse and a bottle of her favourite Chanel perfume. Her movements were graceful but tense, like a dancer before a performance as she spritzed herself generously.

		"About tonight," I said, clearing my throat. "I don’t know if Matthew discussed this with you or not… He said he'll text me when... when the time's right. If I want to watch."

		Her cheeks flushed, but she didn't look away. I couldn’t believe we were actually discussing this. "Do you? Want to watch, I mean?"

		The directness of her question surprised me. "I... I think so. Do you want me there?" For some reason, the thought of her having sex with another man, alone, just the two of them, was as unbearably exciting as the prospect of me being present. I didn’t know why

		She was quiet for a moment, smoothing down her dress. "Actually, yes. I think I'd be more comfortable with you there. If I'm really going to... with Matthew." She bit her lip. "Like with Lewis. Is that strange?"

		"You can say it, you know? The S word. Sex. You’re going to have sex with Matthew," I said with a weak smile. "And, I guess it depends on how you define normal. Like you said, people who do this are more common than you think. But if it makes you feel better, I’ll come to the hotel and watch."

		"It does make me feel better." She seemed to relax slightly. "I know I said I could do this alone, but the thought of you being there, watching... it makes it feel less like I'm betraying something and more like we're sharing it."

		I was going to ask her if having me there watching also turned her on, like she’d intimated before, but right then, my phone buzzed. It was Dean, double-checking that I was meeting them at The Crown for pool night. I’d texted him earlier to set it up, but not told him about Millie. I typed a quick reply that I wouldn’t be long, then looked back at Millie.

		"Just remember," I said, my voice gentle but firm, "this is Day Ten. After tonight, we go back to normal, back to being just us. So there’s no… betraying. We’re in this together. I promise."

		Something flickered across her face again, too quick to interpret. "Right. Back to normal." Her fingers toyed with the clutch as she checked her phone again. “He’s just a couple of streets away,” she said, glancing up at me.

		My stomach gave that little twist as reality started to press in. “Right. You should get your shoes on.”

		“I should.” Millie nodded, her eyes bright with anticipation.

		I followed her downstairs, my eyes catching the shimmer of her hair and the cut of the dress from behind. Her ass looked curvy, ripe, but as I made to touch it, the front door swung open. At first, I thought Matthew had arrived already and was presumptuous enough just to walk in, but it wasn’t him. Andie stepped through the door, already slipping out of her denim jacket. She smiled as she hung it on the peg, but there was something faintly distracted in it, like her mind was miles away.

		“You’re out again?” she asked her sister lightly, her gaze darting between us.

		“Just dinner,” Millie said, almost too quickly.

		“With who?” Andie’s eyes lingered a moment, reading more than Millie gave away. “Clearly not together, judging by how you’re dressed so differently.”

		Millie’s sister had a way of reading situations. Then she looked at me. “It’s Matthew, isn’t it? Your boss? Are you okay with this?”

		I forced a shrug. “It’s… Well, you know what it is, Andie. It’s just a bit of fun.”

		Millie’s cheeks were a violent shade of red. She crossed her arms defensively beneath her breasts, pushing them dangerously close to falling out. “There’s a big promotion at stake for Jamie. Plus, if I want to have a…” She glanced at me, using my words. “A bit of fun… And Jamie is okay with it, what’s it to you?”

		Andie raised an eyebrow at her defensiveness but didn’t comment right away. She turned her gaze to me, and when I shrugged, she simply shook her head and walked into the kitchen, switching on the kettle to make herself a drink.

		A moment later, Matthew’s knock came, low and confident. I recognised his silhouette through the frosted glass window in the door. Millie, now wearing her best black high-heels, kissed my cheek, the scent of her perfume clinging as she opened the door. He was there, dressed smartly in a navy blue suit, smiling that easy, self-assured smile, and the way his eyes travelled over her said everything.

		He waved at me but didn’t say anything. He exchanged a few pleasantries with my wife, and then they were gone, walking toward his car like any ordinary couple heading out for dinner before the door closed behind them.

		The silence in their wake hung heavy until Andie cleared her throat. I turned to see her standing behind me, a steaming mug of coffee in her hand. Her white T-shirt was tight, fitting snugly over her curvy chest. “Right… what’s the plan for you tonight? Have you got a side piece waiting for you as well? Some… bit of fun for you, while your wife goes out to get some?”

		“No. The pub,” I said. “I’m having a catch-up with Dean and the lads. A few games of pool, maybe. I appreciate you babysitting again, Andie.”

		“You know I enjoy spending time with the kids. I take it they’re watching TV?” The sound of cartoons gave their location away. I knew as soon as they knew she was there, they’d come bounding out to see their favourite family member.

		“Yes,” I nodded. I felt embarrassed and humiliated at Andie’s notion that Millie was having fun while I wasn’t, but I didn’t know how to deal with it. “Listen… about Millie—”

		“You don’t have to explain. As long as you’re both being careful and you’ve thought this through properly… It’s just—“ She hesitated, like there was more on the tip of her tongue.

		“Just what?”

		“Nothing.” Andie smiled and took a sip of her coffee, then called out to the kids. Ethan came flying out first, followed by Grace, the pair of them jumping into her waiting arms, smiling and laughing. I watched them together for a moment, then grabbed my jacket, feeling her eyes on me as I left.

		

		***

		

		The pub was quiet for a Friday night. A couple of old boys nursed pints at a corner table, the low thud of darts hitting a board punctuating the murmur of conversation. The place smelled comforting as always, a pleasant mix of beer and the faint tang of food from the kitchen behind the bar.

		Dean was at the far end of the room, leaning on his cue, talking to Ollie. His friend’s blond hair looked like it had seen the sun even though it had been either wet, dull and cloudy of late, and his shirt was open at the collar, sleeves rolled up to show his toned forearms. Zack was beside him, spinning a chalk cube in one hand, his grin easy as he said something that made Mina laugh as she poured their pints.

		The Korean barmaid had her hair tied back in a loose ponytail, a dark vest top under the pub’s branded apron. She looked up as I walked in, her smile warm, an unsettling, knowing look in her eyes like always.

		“Evening, stranger,” Dean called over as I joined them. “It’s about time. We were almost ready to give up on you and draft Mina in to play instead.”

		“We don’t have a match, do we?” I asked, wondering if I’d missed something as I shrugged off my jacket.

		“No, we’re just messing with you. It’s just a practice night.” Dean handed me a pint Ollie had slid down the bar. “Seeing as you haven’t brought Millie with you, I’m glad I didn’t bring Sarah,” he said as the two others moved towards the pool table, lowering his voice a little. “She keeps going on about us moving in together.”

		“What do you think?”

		He pulled a face. “It’s too much, too fast. But you try telling her that. And she says she’s sick of me spending too much time here with the lads.”

		Ollie grinned and took a long drink, not bothering to hide that he was listening. Zack snickered. “I bet she’d rather spend time with Jamie and Millie.”

		My stomach tightened. “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.

		Zack shrugged, still grinning. “Nothing. It just… sounds like you two had an interesting night after the pub on Monday.”

		The way he said interesting made my grip on my pint tighten. “And how would you know about that?”

		They didn’t answer right away. The silence said enough. I looked back at Dean, who had the decency to look a bit sheepish.

		“You told them?” My voice was low, sharper than I meant it to be.

		Dean held up a hand. “Alright… I might have said something. It just came out.”

		I gave him a look, waiting. He shifted his weight, glancing at Ollie and Zack before sighing.

		“Alright,” he said. “I told them we ended up back at yours after the pub on Monday. And that… things got a little heated.”

		Ollie’s grin widened. “And you think we were just going to leave that there?”

		“Yeah,” Zack added. “You can’t drop something like that and then wander off to the bar. We had questions.”

		I narrowed my eyes at Dean. “How much more did you tell them?”

		He hesitated just long enough to make me tense up again. “Just that I got to see her naked. Millie was in her nightie when we got to yours, and I talked her into showing me her body. That’s it. Because that’s all that happened. Even though I wished it had gone further.”

		For a split second, all three of them exchanged a look, quick and fleeting, before they covered it with sips of their drinks and a change in posture. I let out a slow breath, feeling some of the pressure leave my chest. “Right. Well, you shouldn’t have told them, Dean, but I guess you’re entitled to brag.” I was still annoyed, so I decided to play tit-for-tat. “You showed me the nudes of Sarah, after all.”

		But Dean didn’t flinch, leaning against the bar with a smirk. “They also know about Sarah.”

		My brow furrowed. “What about Sarah?”

		Dean smiled like he knew exactly the kind of bomb he was dropping. “I showed them a couple of Sarah. The ones I showed you. Sarah said I could. And I told them that she’s been talking about a foursome. With you and Millie.”

		Zack chuckled, pointing at me with his pool cue. “You should do it, Jamie. I would, given the chance. Seriously. Sarah’s fit, and you know she’d rock your world.”

		“And Millie’s,” Ollie added with an envious grin. “Fuck! Can you imagine the two of them together? If we keep talking about this, I’m going to be able to play pool with my hard-on.”

		Mina’s voice cut in as she approached, fresh drinks in hand for Ollie and Zack. “Imagine the two of them together? Which two are we speaking of?”

		“I…” I started to say, but before I could think of an answer, she smirked at me and waved after putting the drinks down on the nearby table.

		“You don’t need to explain,” she continued. “I heard it all. I know what Sarah’s like. If Millie’s in the mood for trying new things… which she appears to be, then why not? It could be fun.”

		Zack and Ollie laughed, Dean shaking his head with a “See?” like her opinion had just sealed the deal.

		I felt my neck heat, suddenly aware of Mina’s eyes lingering on me. She wasn’t mocking me. This was the Mina who had tried it on with me a few nights ago. She was being playful, which only made my skin prickle more beneath her gaze.

		Ollie leaned his cue against the table and looked around. “So where is Millie tonight, anyway?”

		Zack was already halfway through his next pint, watching me over the rim of the glass. “Yeah. Millie’s not the type to break a promise. Last Monday on the phone, remember?”

		“Yeah,” Ollie said, the memory already putting a grin on his face. “She said if we won, she’d be up for a rematch. A repeat of last week. The same blue top.”

		“And a short skirt, this time,” Zack added. “You can’t just dangle promises like that and then not deliver, Jamie.”

		I forced a casual shrug, keeping my tone as level as I could. “She’s out with friends tonight.”

		Dean’s eyes narrowed just a touch. He didn’t say anything, but I caught a flicker of recognition there. A flicker that told me he already had a good idea of which “friend” I meant. I shot him a quick look that said, I’ll fill you in later, and he just nodded once, taking a sip of his drink.

		Zack looked genuinely put out, leaning back on his stool. “Shame. We were looking forward to seeing her again… you know.” He smirked. “Could’ve used another view of that arse.”

		Ollie joined in, chuckling. “And those tits. Watching her bend over the table last week… Jamie, that was a night to remember. You’re the luckiest guy in the world, seriously.”

		Before I could deflect, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out, glancing at the screen. It was Millie, calling me. At the same time, a second notification popped up above it: a text from Matthew.

		I answered the call first, eager for news, my heart suddenly fluttering in my chest. “Hey,” I said, lowering my voice slightly and turning away from the others.

		“Hey yourself,” she said, her voice warm and already carrying that slightly unsteady edge I recognised by now. She was well out of her comfort zone. “How’s the pub?”

		“Fine. Dean and the guys are here. They were just saying they’re missing you. You, uh… forgot the promise you made Monday. About a rematch if we won.”

		There was a beat, and then she groaned softly. “Oh God… I did.” She laughed, sounding giddy and unguarded. “That makes me feel bad. I am having a wonderful time, though. A little tipsy. And… honestly? I’m… horny, like, really horny already. But nervous too. You know… for later. I keep asking myself: Am I actually doing this?”

		I glanced toward Dean, Ollie and Zack, who were all pretending not to be listening and failing miserably.

		Millie went on, her voice dropping lower. “If you want… if you trust them… you could show them a couple of my pictures. The… good ones. To make it up to them, if you’d enjoy that. Would you?”

		Her words shot a charge straight through me, my fingers tightening on the phone. A little part of me instantly wanted to. Another part hesitated. The three of them could be trusted not to tell anyone. They’d seen and knew enough already, even if Dean had kept the most intimate stuff to himself.

		Ollie leaned forward on his stool, eyebrows lifted. “What’s she saying? Can’t hear a bloody thing from here.”

		Zack grinned. “Put her on speaker, Jamie! We need to tell her what a letdown she is.”

		Before I could answer, Millie’s voice cut in on the line. “I can hear them. Tell them I said hello.” There was a smile in her voice, but it was softer now, more cautious.

		“Alright,” I said. “She says hello.”

		Millie chuckled. “There’s no point putting me on speakerphone, Jamie. I’ve got to go. I called you from the ladies’ room. Matthew will be wondering where I am. We’re about to head to a bar for more drinks, then…” she hesitated slightly, “To the hotel. I’ll call or text you again in a bit, okay?”

		“Yeah,” I said quietly.

		“Talk soon,” she murmured, “I love you.” Then the line clicked dead.

		I slid the phone back into my pocket, only for Ollie to lean toward me again. “So? When’s she going to make good on her promise? Monday maybe? We could have a game after our match against the Dog and Partridge.”

		“I have something for you. Just give me a moment,” I said, fishing the phone out again as quickly as I’d put it away, remembering Matthew’s text. “I need to check something first.”

		The text sat at the top of the screen, waiting for me. I thumbed it open.

		I know how tense you probably are. Millie’s fine. It’s been a good night so far, so you can relax. She looks gorgeous, so I can’t wait to fuck her later.

		I stared at the message for longer than I should, my mind snagging on I can’t wait to fuck her later, when a voice right behind my ear broke the moment.

		“Whoa,” Dean muttered.

		I turned. He was leaning just enough to look over my shoulder, eyes briefly flicking from the screen to my face. And I realised, too late, that he’d read the message. He put his cue back on the rack and motioned for me to step aside, away from the bar where Ollie and Zack were still joking with Mina.

		“What the fuck was that?” he said under his breath. “Are you going to tell me what’s going on? Where exactly is Millie tonight? Out with your boss?”

		I let out a slow breath. “Yeah. He’s taken out for dinner and… I might as well tell you, she’s… she’s going to sleep with him tonight.”

		“You’re actually going through with this thing. Wow.” Dean’s brow pulled into a frown, but not the angry kind, more like he was chewing it over. “And… you’re sure you’re fine with it?”

		“Am I sure?” I gave a short laugh. “Am I fine? Not quite. Would any man be? It’s just… the thought of it…” I hesitated, feeling the heat in my chest, “…of Millie with other guys, it turns me on. Always has. I want to see her with someone else. Like I did with you, but further this time. You know… all the way. I didn’t think it would get here this quickly.”

		Dean leaned back against the wall, folding his arms. “I get it, I guess. I saw how horny you were Monday night. It was fun. I don’t know if I could do that with Sarah, not with another man. But seeing her with another woman…” He grinned knowingly. “That’d be different. Especially if the other woman was Millie. Now that’d be more than fun. That’d be mind-blowing.”

		I shook my head, half-smirking in spite of myself. “Of course you’d say that.”

		His grin faded a notch, eyes narrowing a little. “You reckon she’d ever… You know, fuck me? Properly? After she’s had Matthew, she might want more.”

		The question landed heavier than I expected. I didn’t answer; instead, I grabbed my pint and swallowed down what was left in a few big gulps, then tapped the bar for a whisky. When Mina poured it, I drained that too. The burn was sharp, but it didn’t do much to untangle the knot in my gut. Another pint followed, and another shot after it, the warmth starting to fog the corners of my mind just enough to feel manageable.

		When we went back to Ollie and Zack, they were leaning on the table waiting; the balls were reracked after the last game. Zack raised his eyebrows. “So… you said you had something for us? Something from Millie?”

		I pulled out my phone, unlocked it, and scrolled to the favourites I’d organised and stored hidden in a private folder. The photos that we’d taken of Millie naked, the complete collection. I scrolled to one of her kneeling on the bed, her tits on display, her legs open, pussy on show.

		I held the phone out, steady. “Here you go. No, I’m not sending them to you. And keep these a secret. Don’t tell anyone you've seen them.”

		They leaned in from either side, grinning like kids at Christmas. Ollie let out a low hum. “Fuck… stunning.”

		I scrolled to the next one where Millie was lying back, her fingers touching her pussy.

		Zack smirked. “I love that she’s got a bit of hair on her pussy. She’s so fucking sexy. How lucky is Dean to have seen it in the flesh?”

		I locked the phone before temptation could have me scrolling further. One tap and I could’ve shown them the video from Monday night, her with Dean. But that was too far. That was ours for now, messy, complicated, and not for sharing. Not yet, at least.

		I tucked the phone back in my pocket, trying to ignore the swell of conflicted pride and jealousy flooding through me, the whisky heat only making it harder to tell which was winning.

		Mina drifted back over, drying her hands on a bar towel, catching the tail end of Ollie and Zack’s low, appreciative comments. Her eyes flicked between us, narrowing a fraction in that way she had when she knew something was being kept from her.

		“What’s going on over here?” she asked, leaning an elbow on the counter. “Planning that foursome?”

		“Nothing,” I said a little too quickly.

		Zack grinned. “Just a private joke.”

		Mina kept walking, collecting our growing stack of empty glasses from the table, but as she passed me on the way back to the bar, her gaze lingered on me, the corner of her mouth curling. “You’ve got that look again,” she said quietly into my ear.

		“What look?” I asked, wary.

		“The one where you’re not really here,” she said, tilting her head. “Your body’s in The Crown, but your head’s… somewhere else entirely.”

		I gave her a faint smile, deflecting. “I’ve got a lot on my mind. Nothing to worry about.”

		“Uh-huh. You’ll tell me one day.” She smirked. “And don’t forget what I said the other night. If you ever want to hang out, you know where I am.” Then she was off again, to serve a couple at the far end of the bar, her ponytail swinging behind her.

		I didn’t want to overthink. Another pint appeared in front of me, courtesy of Ollie, and I took it without hesitation, chasing it with another whisky. The burn smoothed out into a warmth that sat low in my belly and behind my eyes. My shoulders loosened. My head felt lighter, the edge of everything blunted enough to make the waiting easier.

		Then, eventually, after a few more games, my phone finally buzzed on the bar. Two messages came in almost on top of each other, one from Millie, one from Matthew. My slightly numb fingers opened hers first.

		Hey, baby. I hope you're okay. We went to a bar after dinner, had a few more drinks. He asked me to dance. I said yes. It was nice. I kissed him. Then we found a quieter corner and… Shit. I have to tell you. I wanked him off through his trousers. Jamie, he’s so big. I’m not sure I’ll be able to take him. I’m nervous all over again.

		My pulse kicked. I opened Matthew’s straight after.

		Millie is such good company. She knows how to dance and looks stunning in that dress. I couldn’t keep my hands off her. We made out in a dark corner of the bar. She let me feel her tits, both hands, inside her bra. She took her panties off in the toilet, and I fingered her in a booth in the corner of the bar. She’s sopping wet already. Fuck, can’t wait to be inside her.

		The words burned hotter than the whisky, a gut punch of jealousy, lust, possessiveness, and surrender all tied into one jagged, tangled knot.

		I stared at the screen for a long moment, until a third buzz made me almost drop the phone. Matthew again.

		We’re leaving now. The Penthouse is Room 502. Twenty minutes. Knock twice on the door.

		I put the phone face down on the bar, staring blankly at the green baize of the pool table while the noise of the pub washed over me, muffled and distant. Somewhere inside, I knew I’d get up, finish my drink, and head for that hotel. But right now, I just sat there with the knowledge of what they’d already done, and what was coming next, curling tight inside my chest.

		I finished the slightly warm dregs of my last beer, glad I wasn’t involved in the current game taking place in front of me. Every nerve in my body felt tuned to a strange mix of calm and anticipation, like my body knew I was going to experience something it had never experienced before.

		Dean came over, sliding his cue into the rack. “I watched you as you read those messages. Are you going? To the hotel, to watch?”

		I held his gaze for a second, drunkenly weighing up whether to lie to him, to tell him that there’d been a change of plan or some other excuse. But there was no point in lying to him. I just nodded. “Yeah. That’s the plan.”

		A half-smile tugged at his mouth. “Cool. Again, I don’t think I could do it… But I get why you want to. Enjoy yourself and call me tomorrow. Tell me everything, yeah?”

		I grabbed my jacket from the back of the chair and waved to Ollie and Zack. “See you Monday for the game.” Dean clapped me on the shoulder, and then I was gone, out into the night and whatever lay before me.

		The night was cold and dark, but the taxi was warm inside, the air thick with the driver’s pine air freshener that swung from the rearview mirror. Streetlights flashed past in a steady rhythm, and my head began to clear a little, either from the motion or the cold air that had awakened my senses a little as I waited. I took my phone out, scrolling idly through my notifications just to keep my hands occupied. There was a missed call from Andie. And a text. Shit. I hadn’t noticed them come through. I opened the message.

		Jamie, pick up. There’s something I need to tell you. If you can’t pick up, call me before it’s too late.

		Another buzz came through before I’d finished reading.

		I’ve tried to call Millie too, but she’s not answering. I really need your advice. Oh, and don’t worry. The kids are fine. I just need to talk to you.

		I frowned, thumb hovering over her name. My first instinct was to call back straight away, but the driver was already taking the last turn toward the hotel, and my head was too full of what I was about to walk into.

		I sent a quick reply. I’ll call you soon. Then slid the phone back into my pocket as the driver pulled up outside the grandiose staircase that led to the hotel doors.

		The lobby was warm and low-lit, with the kind of decor that was designed to make people feel like they were staying somewhere exclusive. This place was pricey, the best hotel in town, so they kind of were. I crossed the marble floor toward the lifts, pressing the button for the fourth floor, the highest this elevator went. As the doors slid shut, I fished out my phone and hit Andie’s name.

		She picked up almost immediately. “Jamie,” she said, her voice low and urgent. “Thanks for calling back.”

		I stepped out of the lift into the corridor, heading for the other lift, the one that would lead to the top floor and the door numbers that would lead to 502, the Penthouse Suite. “What’s going on? I know you said the kids were okay, but I’m worried.”

		“They’re fine. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you. I just really need to tell you something. About Matthew.”

		I stopped walking for a moment, trying to locate the lift. It was a discrete one, smaller, almost hidden at the very end of the long corridor I was navigating. My pulse picked up again as I strode purposefully towards it.

		The carpeted hallway was silent apart from the subtle rumble of the air conditioning. I kept my phone pressed to my ear, walking slowly, eyes on the elevator door that would take me to my wife and my boss, her soon-to-be lover.

		“I’m at a hotel,” I said in a hushed tone, not wanting to disturb anyone behind the doors that flanked me on either side of the corridor. “I’m going to meet up with Matthew and Millie. I’m not sure what time I’ll be back, so are you okay to stay over?”

		On the other end of the line, Andie’s voice was low, almost hesitant at first. “Jamie… you need to know something before you go in there.”

		I stopped outside 414, the room nearest to the elevator door, staring at the number without really seeing it. “Alright… tell me.”

		She took a breath. “It’s about Matthew. You know about him and Millie tonight. There’s something… something I haven’t told you.”

		My chest tightened. “Something? What?”

		She didn’t come right out with it. “He… he told me about her and Lewis. That she fucked him, while you both watched.”

		The words landed like a blow. “He told you that? Who did? Matthew?”

		“Yes. He said it turned him on.” A pause, then: “And he was worked up… Jamie, really worked up. And he told me… he needed to fuck. Right then and there.”

		I reached out, steadying myself with one hand against the wall, suddenly feeling dizzy. “Andie… I’m confused. Start at the beginning. What are you trying to tell me?”

		Her voice softened with something like guilt. “I helped him out. We… had sex. Last night. It just—”

		“Last night?” My voice was sharper than I intended, ricocheting off the quiet corridor walls.

		“I gave him my number that night when he dropped me home. We started talking, chatting. Flirting. Sexting. I should have told you, but… I didn’t know how to, not without upsetting Millie.” The line went quiet for a moment, so quiet I thought she’d hung up. “Then last night,” she finally continued, “he called me and told me what happened. He said he needed to talk about it, and could we meet up? I invited him over, and one thing led to another. It wasn’t planned.”

		My feet were moving without me thinking, pacing a few steps one way then back the other, phone still pressed to my ear. The ramifications bounced around in my head all at once. If Millie knew this, that he’d fucked her sister and kept it from us, she’d be furious. More than furious. I didn’t know what she’d do. Shit. What should I do? Matthew hadn’t just pushed the boundaries of our arrangement; he’d bulldozed straight through them.

		Andie kept going, her voice almost spilling now. “I regret it now, Jamie.” She hesitated. “Not because he wasn’t good. He was more than good. He pushed me against the wall, kissed me, and… it just happened. He’s… big. His cock. He’s close to Shaun in size. You know that, right?”

		I still didn’t answer. My mind was a pinball machine. Andie’s words, Matthew’s dirty texts earlier, Millie in that dress, that lingerie, my own ridiculous arousal at all of it.

		Halfway through another turn in my pacing, I almost bumped into someone coming down the opposite end of the corridor; I was that distracted. I apologised to her, all long blonde hair loose over the shoulders of her fitted blazer, heels silent on the luxurious corridor’s carpet. She was tall, poised, and strikingly beautiful, the kind of woman you’d register instantly even if you only caught a glimpse, but I was so far in my head that I hadn’t seen her.

		She nodded, accepting the apology and passed me after a moment, the faintest smile on her lips. I stopped and looked over my shoulder. I knew that face. She seemed familiar, but I couldn’t place her.

		I walked into the Penthouse elevator and hit the fifth-floor button. It pinged open almost instantly, only going up one floor, but I didn’t head to Room 502. I wasn’t ready for it yet, so I looped around the corner of the corridor, towards 501, the other suite, talking to Andie as I went, trying to keep my voice steady.

		“I don’t know what you want me to say,” I told her quietly. “Millie’s about to—”

		“I’m telling you because you need to say something,” she cut in. “Even if you think she’s fine with it all… she might not be fine with this. In fact, I’m sure she won’t be. I know she’ll be angry. She might hate me, but I can’t keep it a secret any longer.”

		I started back down the hall toward the corner that led to 502 and stood halfway to the door, still unable to approach yet. I heard the elevator doors slide open and noticed the blonde was coming the other way again, still walking slowly, eyes flicking over me the second time she passed, walking towards Room 501. This time, the smile lingered just a little longer. My brain kept scratching at the memory. Where the hell had I seen her before?

		It was time. I needed to stop dawdling. By the time I reached the door to 502, Andie was talking again, insisting but winding down, her tone heavy. “I’m sorry, Jamie. Really. I just thought you needed to know before you go in there. Do what you think’s best. I’ll see you when you get home. If you’re still talking to me.”

		“Andie…” I didn’t know what to say. “Don’t worry. This is on Matthew, not you. We’ll work this out, I promise.”

		I ended the call after she gave me a nervous-sounding ’Okay’, and then I just stood there, my phone hanging loosely in my hand. I could stop it now. Walk in, pull Millie out, tell her everything. Save her the mess of knowing afterwards that she’d just fucked the man who fucked her sister the night before and kept it a secret.

		I raised my hand to knock twice, as Matthew had instructed, but then, faint at first, I heard it. Muffled through the heavy hotel door, but unmistakable, a rhythmic moaning, the slap-slap of bodies, sudden gasps, a low ‘fuck, yes,’ in Matthew’s voice.

		My pulse boomed in my ears, drowning the quiet sounds. I stepped closer, leaning almost without meaning to, my ear finding the cool wood of the door. I heard it again. Clearer, this time, a soft cry from Millie. The slap of skin on skin. The sound of bedsprings groaning beneath rapid movements. His grunts as he drove into her. They hadn’t waited for me. They were already deep into the sex, and hard, from the sounds of it.

		A knot of jealousy in me twisted into something hotter, sharper, belying the hardness of my cock in my pants. My hand hovered over the door for a moment longer as I kept listening, shamefully enjoying the sound of my wife getting fucked roughly. It was too late to tell Millie now. I should go in. Watch, as planned. Then, I’d work out what to do next, whether I should tell her or let her sister give her the news herself.

		I rapped my knuckles lightly against the door. Two knocks. Knock knock.

		The sounds slowed down and then cut off, replaced by sudden movement inside, a muffled exchange. Then the latch clicked.

		The door opened slowly. Matthew stood there, flushed, bare chest damp, a towel slung loose around his hips. He smiled wide when he saw me, as if nothing in the world was out of place. In the room behind him was my wife, wearing only the stockings, suspender belt and heels, her hair messy, her makeup smudged. She smiled at me coyly, parting her legs so I could see that she’d been having sex.

		“Jamie,” Matthew grinned, wiping the sweat from his brow. “I’m sorry, but we couldn’t wait any longer. Come in and enjoy the rest of the show. We’re only just getting started. The night is young and—”

		Then his grin faltered. His eyes shifted over my shoulder — and something in them changed.

		“What the hell?” he said, the colour draining from his face, his body squaring as if trying to block the view of Millie behind him in the room. “Sophia? What are you doing here?”

		I didn’t need to turn to know that the blonde who’d passed me twice was standing just behind me now. The woman I’d recognised from the nudes he showed me on his phone.

		His ex-wife.
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		Chapter four

		

		A Complicated Triangle

		“S ophia?” Matthew stared past me, towel barely clutching his hips, his face pale. The way he said her name cut straight through the moment, slicing the heat in the air with something cold and uncertain. “What are you doing here?”

		I turned, heart pounding. She stood there, arms folded, expression a perfect mask of polite detachment. Millie, frozen on the bed in nothing but a sheen of sweat and tangled sheets, pulled the duvet up over her chest. I could see her from where I stood, but I wasn’t sure Sophia could. For a second, nobody moved. Even Matthew, smooth and confident a moment ago, was at a loss.

		Sophia’s eyes flicked from Matthew to me to the room beyond. “Well,” she said, voice clear, “I just needed to know where you were and what you were doing.” Her accent was posh, clipped, but her cheeks were flushed. “Please don’t stop on my account.”

		Matthew’s calm composure snapped back into place, his voice low. “Sophia, can we talk outside? Just for a minute.”

		There was something exchanged in their look, history, a promise of a much bigger discussion to come. Still, Matthew stepped past me, Sophia letting him usher her down the corridor a few yards, as I stepped inside the room to check on Millie. I caught snatches of conversation outside — “not now… back early… we’ll discuss it later…” as the door clicked shut behind them.

		The hotel room felt suddenly enormous and strangely quiet. Just the stir of the air conditioner and Millie's uneven breathing. She’d almost disappeared under the white sheets in embarrassment, only her tousled hair and flushed face visible.

		I crossed the carpet, pulse hammering, and sat carefully on the edge of the bed beside her. For a second, I just looked at her, taking in the wild mess of her hair, the shape of her nakedness under the thin covers.

		"Hey," I said softly. "Are you alright?"

		She nodded, sitting up while keeping the covers over her body, pressing her chin into her knees. "I’m fine." Then her eyes darted up, searching my face. "Who was that woman? Do you know her?"

		I hesitated, my throat tight. "That was... his ex-wife, Sophia."

		Millie's eyebrows lifted. "Ex-wife? But what's she doing here? How did she know where to find him?"

		I shook my head. "I don't know. He told me she left him for their gardener, Marco." I tried to keep my voice steady, but the shock of this unexpected spanner in the works — and Andie's phone call — was still fresh in my mind.

		Millie exhaled shakily. “She looked… angry. Not like someone who just happened to be in town for a catch-up.” Her body relaxed a little under the duvet as I reached for her hand, fingers tracing the soft warmth of her skin, grounding us both.

		I had to know what had happened. I squeezed gently and leaned closer. “You couldn’t wait for me, could you? Tell me, every detail. I want all of it, Millie. From the beginning.”

		She took a breath, but the words came easily, as if sharing them made them more real. “We had dinner, he took me to Franco’s, incredible place, we had a lovely meal, the food was beautiful. He talked the whole time, touching my hand, just… making me feel like the only woman in the room. Then we went to this little bar, sat in a dark booth, and I was so nervous that I confess, I had a few too many drinks. He asked if I wanted to dance, and I did. That’s when I noticed he had an erection. I could feel it pressing against my thigh. He was really hard and excited, Jamie.”

		She looked up at me, cheeks flushed, waiting for my reaction, but I tried to keep a poker face, not wanting her to stop the story. “I couldn’t help but touch it. I wanted to know how it felt. I stroked through his trousers until he got even harder. We kissed, properly this time. Then he sat me back in the booth, unbuttoned my dress a little, slid his hand into my bra and squeezed my breast. Then he made me take off my knickers and put them into his pocket. That got me so excited, I don’t know why.”

		She licked her lips, obviously nervous to continue, voice dropping. “He slid his fingers between my legs, right there in the bar. I was so wet. He fingered me until I nearly came, Jamie, and then made me wank him off inside his boxers under the table. His cock was so thick and stiff.”

		I was gripping her ankle tighter now, my own cock straining in my jeans, hungry for more.

		She swallowed, her brown eyes bright. “We got a taxi to the hotel, but he couldn’t keep his hands off me, kissing me, feeling my boobs, all the way here. When we got to the room, he asked if we should wait for you, but I told him I was too excited. He shoved me against the door the second it closed, undressed me right there, taking off my lingerie really slowly. He said it was hot and made him want me even more. He sucked my nipples and fingered me again, then carried me to the bed. It all happened so fast. He got undressed and I went to go down on him, but he just pushed me back, shoved my legs apart and took me, hard, right away. I’ve never been taken like that before, Jamie. Not ever. It was… different. I liked it.”

		My heart was pounding, throat dry, heat flooding every part of me as her words hung in the air, her body bare beneath the sheets, fucked by another man, every secret and sin confessed.

		Before I could even begin to process what she’d told me, the door opened again and Matthew slipped back in, face carefully neutral, towel still carefully wrapped around his hips. He glanced at me, at Millie, his eyes searching both of us for judgment or warning.

		I stood, putting myself between the bed and the doorway. "What was that about?” I asked flatly, “Why was Sophia here?"

		Matthew paused, running a hand through his hair. "I know, I have some explaining to do. That was Sophia, my… wife. She wasn’t supposed to be coming over until next week, that’s why I told you I wouldn’t be around as much. Anyway, she got here early, and when I wasn’t home, she checked my computer. Saw the booking details for the hotel and you know the rest."

		Millie shifted higher on the bed, the duvet dropping a fraction more. "But I thought you said she left you for someone else?"

		Something in Matthew's eyes flickered—a mix of truth and evasion. "It's complicated. We're... thinking about working things out."

		I cut in, voice sharper than I intended. "Working things out? You told me she was with Marco, the gardener she had a fling with."

		Matthew shrugged, like this was just another negotiation. "She is. But marriage is... messy sometimes. Maybe my relationship… maybe it’s not so different from yours."

		Millie met my gaze, confusion and curiosity flickering in her expression, but that spark of anticipation was still burning too.

		“That’s nothing like Millie and I,” I replied after exchanging a look with her. “We’re together. You and Sophia aren’t.”

		“Not in the conventional sense,” Matthew conceded. "But she's gone. She knows why I’m here, what I’m doing. What we’re doing. Tonight is about you, Millie. I’m here because I want you. I want you more than anything.”

		I looked at Matthew, measuring him. "Is Sophia going to be a problem?"

		Matthew shook his head, then let his gaze roam over Millie, hungrily. “What do you say, Millie? You’re not going to let my spiteful partner screw this up for all of us, are you? We’ve come so far; it’d be a shame to let her ruin it, like she ruins everything. Like she’s always ruined everything, or tried to.”

		Millie clutched the covers around her a little tighter, uncertainty in her eyes. “I don’t know…”

		Matthew stepped closer to the bed, his tone dropping to something low and magnetic. "Look, Sophia showing up is her business. It changes nothing about what I want tonight. And what I want, Millie, is you. I’ve wanted you since I saw that first TikTok video." His eyes swept over her, naked but tangled in the white sheets, then cut to me. "And Jamie, you want this, don't you? You want to see her truly taken, not just a quick fuck on a sofa and a hard wooden desk. Not impulsive, over-too-fast sex that means nothing. You want to see your wife get fucked properly, don’t you? You want to see her fucked by a big cock. You want to see her fucked hard. You want to see her cum properly with another man who knows how to fuck."

		He sat on the edge of the bed and let his fingers drift lightly over Millie’s shin, lingering, then tracing along her thigh beneath the sheets. "I've fantasised about this night since the first moment I met you, Millie. I’ve dreamed what you'd feel like under me. How you’d sound if I made you orgasm. How wet you’d get if I just kept teasing you until you begged for more? You told me earlier you wanted it too. I want to give you everything tonight. No hiding. No holding back. I want to give you a night you’ll never forget."

		Millie’s breath hitched, caught somewhere between disbelief and hunger. “Matthew, I…” She hesitated, staring at him, barely blinking, as he leaned in, silencing her with the movement, his voice a rumble meant just for her.

		"I want to make you come so many times you forget where you are. I want Jamie to see you get well-fucked, because that’s what he wants too."

		He turned to me, his lips curling into a knowing smile. "I’m right, aren’t I? You need this. You’ve wanked off, thinking about watching her cum over and over, getting that beautiful married pussy stretched out, filled up like never before. Slow, then rough, then tender again. She deserves that, even if it’s just one time. And so do you. You deserve this, too, Jamie."

		I could only nod as I eschewed his words. He touched her cheek, then let his thumb brush her lower lip. "Let me fuck you, Millie. Let me show Jamie what it looks like when you have sex with someone else, taking our time, doing it properly."

		Millie’s answer was a soft gasp. She looked at me, question and anticipation in her eyes, her arm slipping free of the duvet to reach for his wrist. Her voice came out breathless. "Okay." She pulled the duvet aside, baring herself with a boldness that surprised even me. Millie spread her legs, knees falling apart, seemingly not bothered that we could both see her pussy. The soft light caught the wetness between her thighs, and Matthew's eyes darkened as he took in the sight of her.

		He stood and let the towel drop to the floor. His cock wasn't fully hard now, but it was still impressive — thick and substantial, half-hanging, half-standing out between his legs with a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip. Even semi-erect, it was bigger than mine, and I felt that familiar twist of inadequacy and arousal.

		“Jamie, why don't you take a seat in that chair? The comfortable one in the corner." He gestured to the upholstered armchair by the window. "Lots of hotel rooms have them. I like to call them cuck chairs. Perfect for watching."

		The word sent a spike of indignation through me, but I did as he said, settling into the soft leather, my jeans uncomfortably tight.

		Matthew climbed onto the bed, sitting with his back against the headboard. "Come here, Millie. Suck my cock while I tell Jamie, in detail, what happened tonight."

		She moved towards him on her hands and knees, breasts swaying, her movements graceful and eager. When she reached him, she wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft, her fingers barely meeting around his girth. She looked up at him once, then took the head into her mouth.

		"Oh, yeah," Matthew breathed, his head falling back for a moment, then he looked down at her. "Your wife looks good sucking my cock, Jamie."

		I watched, transfixed, as Millie struggled to take more of him, like she had with Shaun. Her lips were stretched wide around his thickness, and she had to use both hands, one gripping the base, the other working what she couldn't fit in her mouth.

		"So, starting with dinner," Matthew continued, his voice strained as Millie's tongue worked around his crown. "She looked so gorgeous that I could barely concentrate on the conversation. I just kept thinking about getting to the hotel and fucking her. When we got to the bar afterwards, she was already worked up. Dancing with her, feeling her body against mine..." He groaned as Millie took him deeper, her cheek bulging. "I could tell she was horny. When I told her how hard she was making me, she didn't hesitate; she just reached down and started stroking me through my trousers."

		Millie's head bobbed up and down, saliva running down his shaft. She was making soft gagging sounds as she tried to take more, her brown eyes watering slightly. The sight of her struggling with his size while he casually recounted their evening was almost too much.

		"In the bar," Matthew went on, his hand finding the back of her head, "when I slipped my hand into her bra to feel her tits, she just let me. And when I made her take off her panties..." He looked directly at me. "She just did it. When I felt her cunt, she was already soaking wet, Jamie. Absolutely dripping. I fingered her right there in the bar, and she came all over my hand."

		I shifted in the chair, my cock aching as I watched my wife worship another man's cock while he told me how easily she'd surrendered to him. She looked so small next to him, so determined to please him despite the difficulty. The knowledge that this same cock had already been inside her, that it would be again, made my pulse race with anticipation and dread at what it would do to her pussy.

		Matthew’s hand was firm at the back of her head, guiding her, while the other hand traced light fire across her flushed back. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice raw with need. “Suck it. Get it nice and hard, Millie. Doesn’t she look good with a cock in her throat, Jamie?”

		Millie glanced at me briefly, a silent apology or plea stretching between us. I wanted to tell her she was doing well, not to worry, that she was turning me on, but all I could do was nod tightly.

		Matthew pushed his hips forward, thrusting into her mouth deeply, making her gag. “You know I’ve already fucked her, made her come before you arrived?”

		Millie looked at me again, still with his cock in her mouth, eyes watering from gagging. She nodded, confirming what he’d said. That confession hit me deep, a bitter and aching feeling, but it also stoked my own fire.

		Matthew’s breath hitched, and he shifted, pulling gently on the back of her head before slowly easing her off him.

		“Your cock is different to Jamie’s,” Millie said, after a moment, her hand still wrapped around his shaft. She looked wonderingly at it, tilting it, examining it. I couldn’t help but let my eyes roam down to it, his length thicker now, throbbing almost in her hand. It was impressive, much bigger than mine in both girth and length. “The head is bigger, differently shaped.” She was right, the tip had a pronounced ridge that stood out proud of the shaft.

		“That head is going deep inside you soon,” he promised, moving and laying her back on the bed, arms moving to kick the sheets from the bed, so she was lying there, fully exposed. His hands slid over her body, fingers tracing the swell of her breasts, cupping and squeezing them fully. “What bra size are you, Millie?” he asked, voice low, his eyes wide and appreciative, drinking in every inch of her.

		“Thirty-four B,” she replied, breath catching as his touch roamed to her stiff nipples.

		Matthew’s grin was sharp as he looked at me. “I like their shape. Firm, round. And so pink and pert, those nipples…” He leaned down, brushing his lips lightly over them, flicking his tongue over a nipple that already hardened beneath his mouth.

		He let his mouth drift lower, his tongue tracing a path down her stomach, fingers teasing the edge of the suspender belt, then lower, floating kisses over the flawless curve of her hips. Then his mouth moved central, found her pussy, his fingers running through her final pubic hair. Then his lips parted hers, and I saw how wet she was, the glistening pink folds glistening in the soft light.

		He pulled back, his fingers parting her labia gently, revealing the tender pink inside. “Look at that,” he murmured to me. “So tight, so wet. A very pretty little pussy.” His tongue flicked quickly over her clit, the wet, swirling motion making Millie’s hips jerk against the mattress beneath him.

		Matthew’s voice was low but teasing, “I love how you keep a little hair. It’s real… natural. Perfect.” The dirty, intimate commentary left no space for anything but the pure, raw heat of the moment. He rubbed her clit, teasing her, then his fingers parted her labia again, slowly, deliberately. His eyes locked on the glistening pink inside the wet folds, enjoying the sight of my wife’s most private parts. Then he looked up at me with that sharp grin, voice low and dangerous. “Jamie, it’s true that, until yesterday, only your cock had ever been inside here, right?”

		I swallowed hard, nodding, feeling something twist deep in my gut.

		Matthew’s fingers curled inside her gently, stretching her slick walls, then pulled back to reveal the tiny, flushed opening again. “Well, now Lewis’s cock has been in there. He came inside it.” His voice dropped to a teasing growl. “And mine... I had it deep in there, too, until she arrived.”

		He slid two fingers deeper, curling them upwards carefully, and Millie’s body tensed, a shiver running through her. Her pussy pressed back against his hand, breathing hitching hard.

		“Found it,” Matthew said triumphantly, eyes gleaming. “Her G-spot. Right there.” He moved his fingers in slow, insistent circles, watching Millie shudder under his touch.

		His lips curled into a wicked smile as he looked at me, voice low and rough. “She’s going to need a few more dicks inside here, isn’t she, Jamie? A few more to fill her up, satisfy her fully.”

		Millie gasped, her breath shaky. “Yes,” she whispered, even though he hadn’t asked her, her voice trembling like a secret confessing itself. The weight of his words, dirty, presumptuous, sent her shuddering over the edge, and she came on his fingers, her body convulsing in a ragged orgasm that left her weak and trembling.

		Matthew shifted, pulling his fingers out, dripping with her juices. “It’s time. Jamie, do you want to watch me put my cock inside her?”

		Before I could speak, Millie answered for me again, clear and certain. “Yes. I want you to see it, Jamie. I know it’ll turn you on.”

		Matthew grinned, pleased. “Good girl. Jamie, come closer.”

		I got up, walked to the bed and sat down next to them. Matthew waited, then once I was sitting, reached down and parted her legs wider with both hands, kneeling between them, his size dominating hers, making her look small on the bed before him. He took his cock and rubbed the swollen head slowly between her glistening labia, every movement deliberate, teasing. I leaned forward, heart thundering, and caught sight of her clit, puffy and swollen from her orgasm.

		Millie whimpered, voice trembling, “Don’t tease me, Matthew. Please, put it in. I need it.”

		Matthew’s eyes darkened as he looked at me and then back down. “You do it, Millie. Take hold and guide me in.”

		Her trembling hands closed gently around his shaft, warm and slick at the tip with pre-cum. I saw her tilt her hips on the bed, angling his cock toward her entrance. Then, with slow, exquisite pressure, the head began to slip inside her.

		My breath caught. I felt that raw, sharp mix of agony and lust as her labia stretched and clung to him. Close up, I could see the delicate flesh of her hole widen, smooth and hot as it wrapped itself around his girth, flexing with every millimetre he sank deeper. Millie shuddered beneath him as it went in all the way, soft gasps escaping her lips.

		“I can feel it,” she whispered, her voice strained with wonder. “In my belly… pushing right against my cervix.”

		I swallowed thickly, my fingers tightening on the edge of the bed. “Does it feel good?” I managed to ask, barely above a breath.

		She nodded, eyes fluttering, cheeks flushed. “Yes, but Matthew, I want you to fuck me. Properly. Don’t hold back. Just fuck me. I don’t care if it hurts.”

		Matthew’s gaze sharpened. “It might.” Without warning, he shot a sharp glance at me. “Back to that chair, Jamie. Sit there and watch.”

		I rose reluctantly, the sting of his tone cutting deeper than I expected. I shuffled back to the chair, my eyes locked on Millie as Matthew began to move, the slow push and pull of his cock making her writhe and cry out as he positioned his body over hers.

		Matthew’s rhythm stayed slow at first, deep and deliberate. Every thrust drew a low groan from Millie, her body arching into him, soaking him with her quim. I sat rigid, heart pounding wildly, a tangled mix of humiliation, jealousy, and an aching lust that threatened to consume me. He knew exactly how to fuck her, every movement making her tits bounce. His hips moved with a precise, expert cadence, driving deep inside her again and again, until she was trembling beneath him, breath shallow, moans catching in her throat.

		I couldn’t tear my eyes away, even as my own body betrayed me. My hand shifted, hot and restless, unzipping my jeans. The swirl of shame and raw desire was undeniable. I slid my hand inside, not bothered if Matthew saw, my fingers wrapping around my aching shaft.

		Suddenly, Matthew pulled back and spun Millie onto all fours, her bare skin flushed red against the crisp white bed. Without pause, he slammed into her from behind, making her cry out even louder, then he fucked her again, harder, faster, rougher, like she was nothing more than a filthy, desperate slut that he’d paid for this. The room filled with their heavy breathing, skin slapping against skin, and Matthew’s dirty words slicing through the heat.

		“Look at you, Millie. I knew you could do it. I knew you could be a filthy little slut for me if you could just let go and give in to what you want. What you need.” His voice was gravel and fire, stirring something wild inside me. “Jamie, you should be proud of your wife. She’s taking it hard, like she’s made for this. Made for big cock.”

		I was aching and trembling, overwhelmed. Unable to stop myself, I freed my cock fully from my jeans, jerking off hard and fast as Matthew’s brutal pounding drove Millie deeper into another orgasm. Her cries echoed around the room until he pushed her forward, her face buried into the pillow, her moans muffled.

		Then Matthew slowed, voice low and teasing as he pulled out suddenly. “Fuck, I’m going to cum, Millie. Are you ready?”

		She nodded breathlessly, hips still rising off the bed, her pussy missing his cock.

		“Get on your knees,” he ordered, and she obeyed instantly. Her big brown eyes flicked across the space between us, meeting mine for a moment before she turned back to him.

		Matthew stood above her, his feet spread wide, gripping his cock as he started stroking his throbbing shaft, slow at first, then faster, the head almost pulsating. “Open your mouth,” he growled. “Stick your tongue out.”

		She opened her lips obediently, doing what she was told, and just a few seconds later, he grunted and poured his hot release into her waiting mouth, thick and messy, coating her tongue white.

		The raw intimacy, the sheer filthiness of it all, sent a shock through me. I couldn’t hold back and came, spilling my seed over my hand and onto my jeans, gasping as desire and envy lanced through every nerve. I felt like I might black out, watching him milk out the last few drops of cum into her mouth.

		As the last tremors of my release faded, a strange calm settled over me. I looked down and saw my cum splashed across my thigh, sticky and warm on my fingers. The sight grounded me, sharp and clear. I looked up. Millie sat on the bed, flushed and glowing. I caught her dribbling a little of Matthew’s cum from the corner of her mouth down onto her chest. She caught my gaze and smiled — sexy and… proud of herself — then asked softly, “Was that as good for you to watch as it was for me?”

		My throat felt thick, I couldn’t speak, but I nodded, unable to look away from the fire in her eyes.

		Matthew shifted, voice calm but commanding. “Millie, clean me up.” She frowned at him, wondering what he meant until he looked down at his cock, then she realised what he was asking of her. She smiled nervously and leaned down, licking the last drips of cum from his swollen tip, sucking it clean with a softness that made my breath catch in my dry throat.

		Matthew’s eyes sparkled as he looked at me. “Do the same for your poor husband now.” Millie didn’t hesitate. She slid from the bed and knelt on the soft carpet before me, eyes locked on mine as she took my rapidly softening cock between her fingers and then wrapped her tongue around me, starting at the tip, then licking my hand with slow, deliberate swipes, before going back to my cock, swallowing me whole until I was clean.

		I trembled, a burning mixture of humiliation and arousal flooding through me as she sucked my soft cock. Then Matthew slid in behind her, his hand moving behind her ass, pressing his fingers expertly into her pussy from behind, making her groan around me, his touch sending shivers down her back.

		“Jamie,” Matthew said, his voice low but sharp. “Here. Feel how stretched and open she is now.”

		I reached out hesitantly, leaning over her and feeling beneath, fingertips trembling as they brushed between Millie’s thighs. The warmth and the wetness did nothing to disguise how loose she was, well-fucked and gaping from his hard, brutal fucking of her.

		A flood of clarity washed over me, the post-cum truth that whispered doubts: Had I made a mistake? Had I ruined her, ruined our sex life? Would she ever be happy with my modest cock ever again?

		“Whisky?” he asked, standing and nodding toward the minibar stocked with expensive bottles shining under soft LED lights.

		I nodded, willing to let the moment and the hard questions pass for now.

		He walked naked, his long flaccid cock swinging between his legs, to the minibar, pouring us all a drink, then we settled back, me in the chair, them on the bed, sipping the golden liquid. I excused myself after a moment and headed to the bathroom, pulling my ruined jeans off to scrub the sticky cum away, the cool water on my hands grounding me back to reality.

		Beyond the door, I could hear Matthew’s quiet voice and Millie’s soft laughter mingling, and I looked over my shoulder to see them cuddled together intimately on the bed. Their drinks were finished, discarded on the bedside table, and they kissed slow and lazy now, like long-time lovers.

		I closed my eyes and tried to hold onto the fact that Millie was mine. This was a one-off. Day ten. Everything was going back to normal tomorrow, wasn’t it?

		I hung the jeans to dry over the back of the towel rack and walked back into the bedroom, sitting on the edge of the bed, exhaustion pressing down on me suddenly, physical and emotional. Millie lay nestled against Matthew, her head resting softly on his chest, a peaceful, sated expression on her face that made my heart sink. It was hard to shake the knot of anxiety coiling inside at the thought of how she would react when she found out about Andie. About what had happened yesterday with her and Matthew. She looked so happy, so content now, wrapped up in Matthew’s arms like she’d gotten exactly what she wanted.

		I sighed, voice weary. “Can I join you? I’m tired. Are you?”

		Millie’s eyes fluttered open, a soft smile curling her lips. “Of course you can. It’s a king-sized bed, and yes, I’m tired too. Who wouldn’t be, after that?”

		Matthew shifted, making space on the other side of Millie so she could shuffle aside and make room. I eased in beside her, the three of us forming a tangled, complicated triangle as she pulled a sheet over us.

		My phone buzzed quietly against the bedside cabinet where I’d placed it, fishing it from my pocket when I took my jeans off. I pulled it out to see a message from Andie.

		Is everything okay? Are you coming home? What’s happening?

		I typed back quickly: I’m here with her at the hotel. I’ll let Millie tell you what happened tomorrow.

		Almost instantly, another message arrived.

		If you’re at the hotel with Matthew, I can probably guess. Shit. Have you told her about us yet?

		I hesitated but responded truthfully: Not yet. Things were already… progressing when I got here. I didn’t get the chance to stop her, and now it’s too late.

		Her reply was calm. I’ll talk to her tomorrow. Don’t worry. The kids are fine. I’ll stay over and see you both in the morning. We might have a difficult conversation, but we’ll get through it.

		Millie caught the exchange out of the corner of her eye. “Who’s that?”

		“Just Andie,” I said, forcing a steadiness in my voice. “She’s letting me know the kids are fine. She’s staying over.”

		Millie nodded slowly, her gaze lingering on my face for a long moment, before she shifted, turning slightly toward Matthew. “What about… Sophia? Do you want to talk about her?”

		Matthew’s jaw tightened, and he exhaled sharply. “Not really. Not tonight. She almost fucked things up.”

		“But she didn’t,” Millie smiled at him.

		He smiled back, but after that, we lay there in an easy silence, filled only by the soft hum of the air-conditioning, the distant sounds of the city outside and the slow sound of their breathing as they both drifted off to sleep.

		I reached out and turned off the lamp by the bed, the only source of light in the room. Then I lay there in the darkness, gazing up into the shadows, wondering if things were ever going to be the same.
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		Alright, ladies, let’s get honest about free trials. You know the ones, whether it’s a fancy meal kit delivery, a new kitchen gadget subscription, or that luxury candle club you swore you’d only try for a month. You sign up thinking it’s just a little taste, no strings attached. But then, surprise! You love it. And cancelling? Well, somehow it slips your mind, or you just want to keep enjoying the perks.

		I recently gave one of those a whirl, a 10-day subscription box filled with beautiful, practical things for the home. At first, it was just a small experiment, a little trial run to see if it really lived up to the hype. But I have to confess, I’ve grown quite fond of it. The delight of opening each package, the quality and the fresh ideas. It’s been a sweet little treat that’s added something special to daily life.

		Yet, as much as I’ve loved it, Mr. Heart’s not entirely convinced. He’s reminded me, kindly but firmly, that this isn’t something we’re going to keep long term. There’s always that practical side to balance the indulgence, right? As a loyal wife, I honour that. What he says goes.

		Still, part of me wonders, if the choice were mine alone, maybe I’d keep the subscription a while longer, savouring those moments of surprise and delight.

		For now, though, I’m enjoying this chapter as it unfolds, grateful for the trial, and remembering that sometimes the sweetest pleasures come with loving boundaries.
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		Chapter five

		

		The Aftermath

		Iwoke slowly to the sensation of movement beside me, a gentle rocking motion that pulled me from the depths of sleep. The hotel room was dark, the digital clock on the nightstand glowing 3:17 AM.

		I turned my head, and my breath caught.

		Matthew was above Millie, moving slowly, deliberately. His broad shoulders blocked most of my view of her, but I could see her legs wrapped around his waist, her hands gripping his back. They were making love. Not the raw, desperate fucking of earlier, but something slower and more intimate.

		Millie's head turned toward me, and our eyes met. Her face was flushed, her lips parted, her dark brown hair spread across the pillow like spilled chocolate. The sight of her like this — completely surrendering to being taken — sent heat rushing through my body to my groin.

		She reached out with one hand, fingers searching for mine. I took it, her fingers entwining with mine, our palms pressing together as Matthew continued his steady rhythm atop her.

		"Jamie," she whispered, voice breathy and strained. Her grip on my hand tightened as Matthew pushed deeper, and I watched her back arch slightly off the bed. His movements were unhurried, each thrust hard but measured. I could hear the sounds of their sex, her quiet gasps, his low groans, the thud of body against body. The intimacy of it was overwhelming, watching my wife being made love to by another man while she held my hand.

		Her breathing grew shallower, more urgent. Her fingers squeezed mine harder as the tension built in her body. I could see it in her face, the way her eyes fluttered closed, the soft 'o' of her mouth as she approached the edge.

		"Yes," she breathed, so quietly I almost missed it. "Oh god, yes. Please, don’t stop."

		Matthew's pace increased slightly, his movements becoming more focused, more intense. Millie's grip on my hand became almost painful as her body tensed beneath him, and then when she came, it was with a soft cry that seemed to come from somewhere deep inside her. Her back arched, her whole body shuddering with the force of it. The sight of her climax, the sound of her pleasure, the feel of her hand in mine, it was too much. I kicked the covers away from my lower body, my cock already stiff and aching as I took hold of it..

		But before I began to wank, Millie reached across and pushed my hand away, replacing my hand with hers, her fingers wrapping around my shaft firmly.

		"Cum inside me," she whispered to Matthew, her voice urgent. "I want to feel what it feels like when a big one cums inside."

		Matthew's rhythm became faster, his own climax approaching. He buried his face in Millie's neck, his movements becoming increasingly erratic as he got to the edge. When he came, it was with a deep groan that seemed to vibrate through the bed.

		“Unnnnnghh,” he groaned, slamming into her one last time, holding himself there while she wrapped herself tightly around him, accepting his seed. Then he rolled away and collapsed beside Millie, breathing heavily, and turned his head to watch as she focused on me. Her hand moved with confident strokes, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head of my cock as she wanked me fast.

		"That's it," she murmured as I began to twitch with arousal, her voice still breathless from her own orgasm. "Let me make you cum, too."

		That was all I needed to send me over the edge in double-quick time. I came hard, cum springing from the tip of my cock, coating my stomach and chest before oozing over Millie’s hand as both of them watched.

		For a long moment, we all lay still, breathing heavily in the aftermath. Millie settled between us, her sticky hand on my chest, her back and ass pressed against Matthew. "Thank you," she whispered to both of us. "That was… amazing."

		We lay there in comfortable silence until, gradually, exhaustion overtook us, and we drifted back to sleep, tangled together in the darkness until I stirred again just after 6 AM, consciousness returning slowly as the early morning sunshine streamed through the open curtains. What I saw made me freeze before I could even move.

		My wife was straddling Matthew, her naked body illuminated by the golden light of the dawning sun as she rode him with slow, deliberate movements. Her back was arched, head thrown back, dark hair cascading down her shoulders as she moved up and down on his thick shaft.

		The sight was breathtaking and surreal. Here I was, completely naked and uncovered, my own body exposed to another man lying beneath my wife, with his cock buried deep inside her. The strangeness of it hit me, this intimate tableau that should have felt wrong but somehow felt exciting and… right.

		From my position beside them, I had a perfect view of everything. I could see exactly how her pussy stretched around Matthew's girth, her lips clinging to his shaft as she lifted, then sliding down to take him completely. The image was extraordinary, erotic but also almost… clinical, anatomical at the same time.

		Matthew's hands found her breasts, cupping and squeezing them as she moved. Her nipples were hard, dark pink in the morning light, and she moaned softly as he teased them with his thumbs.

		Then Matthew began to thrust upward, meeting her downward strokes with increasing power. Their bodies collided with wet, satisfying, slapping sounds that filled the room. Millie's movements became more frantic, her breathing ragged as she rotated her hips, grinding down onto him in broad circles.

		"Yes," she gasped, pushing down harder on him as he thrust up. "God, yes, just like that."

		I watched, transfixed, as her body began to tremble. Her thighs clenched against Matthew's hips, and I could see the flush spreading across her chest and neck.

		When she came, it was unlike anything I'd seen before. Her body convulsed, a cry tearing from her throat, and suddenly there was a gush of clear fluid that splashed across Matthew's cock and stomach. She was squirting, something that had never happened with me.

		The sight was so intensely erotic that I felt my own cock harden immediately. I lay there, my hard-on exposed and aroused, watching my wife experience pleasure I'd never been able to give her.

		Matthew groaned beneath her, clearly enjoying the feeling of her cunt convulsing around him and how he’d made her gush everywhere. He kept moving beneath her, riding out the aftershocks, both their bodies glistening with sweat until, finally, Millie collapsed forward onto Matthew's chest, breathing heavily. She turned her head to look at me, her eyes glazed with satisfaction and something else… gratitude?

		"Jamie," she whispered, reaching out to touch my face. "I love you so much."

		The words, spoken in this moment of complete vulnerability and honesty, somehow made everything feel right. But Matthew wasn't finished. Even as Millie whispered her love to me, she raised herself a little, and I could see he was still rock hard inside her, his cock glistening with her juices but far from spent.

		"My turn," he said, his voice rough with need. In one fluid motion, he scooped Millie up in his arms and repositioned her at the edge of the bed, her back flat against the mattress, legs dangling over the side.

		What happened next made my heart lurch with anxiety. Matthew gripped Millie's ankles and pushed her legs back, folding her nearly in half. Her knees were pressed against her tits, her thighs spread wide, completely exposing her swollen, glistening, gaping pussy to both of us. The position was primal, animalistic, designed for the deepest possible penetration.

		"Wait," Millie gasped, her eyes wide as she realised what was happening. "Matthew, I don't know if I can take you like—"

		He silenced her with a kiss, then lined his shockingly hard cock up with her entrance. His large, purple tip pushed in, and then I watched every inch of his veiny shaft disappear inside her. The angle was incredible. I could see exactly how her pussy struggled to accommodate him, how her labia stretched out around his thickness.

		But it was when he began to thrust that the true physicality of the position hit home. Each stroke drove him impossibly deep, and I could actually see her lower belly distending slightly with each penetration. The visual was shocking and erotic, seeing my wife's body literally reshaped by another man's cock.

		As he started to fuck her deep, Matthew's rhythm became relentless, pounding into her with an intensity that made the glasses on top of the bedside cabinet shake. Millie's cries filled the room, half pleasure, half air simply being knocked out of her — as he drove deeper than anyone had ever been inside her.

		"Fuck. She’s good," Matthew panted, his voice strained with exertion. "Look how she takes it right up her cunt. Look how deep I am inside your wife."

		I couldn't not look. The sight of that thick shaft disappearing completely inside her, over and over, the way her body yielded to accept him fully, was hypnotic. My own cock was painfully hard, leaking pre-cum as I watched this display of raw, animalistic fucking, but I didn’t care if he saw.

		Millie's breathing became ragged, desperate. Her hands clawed at the sheets as another orgasm began to build. "I can't... I can't take much more," she gasped. “You’re too big. Too deep. I think you’re pushing through my cervix into my womb.”

		But Matthew didn't slow down. If anything, he increased his pace, driving into her with powerful, long strokes that seemed to reach her very core. I watched her face contort, her eyes rolling back as the pleasure became almost too much to bear.

		When she came this time, it was with a scream that seemed to come all the way from her toes. Her whole body convulsed, arching off the bed in pure pleasure. Her shrieks sounded like a wounded animal and, for a moment, I thought she might actually pass out from it.

		That was when Matthew pulled out, his cock wet from her pussy and throbbing. He stroked himself rapidly, aiming at her sweat-coated tits. When he came, it was with powerful spurts that painted her breasts, stomach, and throat with thick ropes of cum. The sight of my wife covered in such copious amounts of another man's semen sent a wave of arousal through me so intense that I nearly came untouched.

		Millie lay there gasping, Matthew's cum glistening on her tits in the growing light. Her body was still twitching, her fingers stroking the bedsheet absently. She looked utterly spent and thoroughly used, more beautiful than I'd ever seen her.

		As Matthew collapsed back onto the bed, I moved toward Millie, desperate to reclaim her, to feel her body against mine after watching her be so wholly possessed by another man.

		"I need you," I whispered, positioning myself between her legs.

		But Millie winced as I touched her, her body obviously tender from Matthew's thorough fucking. "Not yet," she said softly, her voice apologetic. "Later… He was so deep... I can barely move."

		The disappointment was sharp, but before I could complain, she was sitting up, her brown eyes twinkling with a plan. "But that doesn’t mean you don’t get to cum," she said, her hand wrapping around my aching cock.

		She took me into her mouth without any hesitation, her tongue instantly working around the sensitive head as her lips closed around my shaft. The eroticism was incredible, watching her mouth on my cock while Matthew's cum still glistened on her breasts, while her pussy was still swollen from being so thoroughly stretched, and her pubic hair was soaked with her own juices, while her thighs were wet from squirting on his cock.

		Matthew propped himself up on one elbow, watching with obvious interest as my wife serviced me. His attention made the moment even more intense, this voyeuristic reversal where now he was the observer.

		I couldn't help but notice his cock, bigger than mine even when soft, resting heavily against his thigh. Even flaccid, it was impressively thick and long, with a prominent vein down the side. The sight of it, knowing it had just been buried deep in my wife, sent another wave of that complex mix of arousal and humiliation through me.

		"That feels good," I groaned, my hands tangling in her dark hair. "God, Millie..."

		She worked me with her mouth and hands, taking me deeper than usual, easily taking my full length now she’d grown used to sucking longer and thicker. The wet, sucking sounds she made drove me wild, and I gave up any bit of control I still had, letting my head roll back, showing Matthew how good it felt.

		My boss’s eyes never left us, a satisfied smile on his lips as he watched my wife suck me. There was something possessive in his gaze, as if he was pleased to see her taking care of both of us.

		When I came, it was with an intensity that surprised me. I flooded her mouth with cum, and she swallowed it all, her eyes meeting mine as she cleaned every drop from my cock with her tongue.

		As my breathing slowly returned to normal, that familiar post-climax clarity began to creep in. The sharp edges of reality started to cut through the haze of arousal and satisfaction. Millie stretched beside me, a satisfied smile on her face.

		"That was incredible," she said softly, then turned to look at me and Matthew in turn. "I know what it feels like now... to have a big one inside me, to feel it cum and fill me up completely. And to know what it’s like to have two men to play with. Two cocks to make cum." She paused, her cheeks flushing slightly. "But I keep wondering... I wonder what it would be like to have you both at once? One in my mouth, one in my pussy?"

		Matthew raised an eyebrow, grinning. "What about one in your arse, one in your pussy? That's the classic double penetration."

		Millie wrinkled her nose. "I don't like the thought of that, of anal. Never have. But..." She looked thoughtful, almost innocent in her curiosity. "Could you get two in my pussy? That's a thing, isn't it?"

		Matthew laughed, the sound rich and amused. "Double vaginal? It's definitely a thing, though it takes some working up to."

		"Next time," Millie said eagerly, "Can we try it? I want to know what that feels like."

		The words hit me like cold water. "This is day ten, Millie," I reminded her, my voice sharper than I intended. "You said there wouldn’t be a next time after this."

		Matthew looked genuinely surprised, his eyebrows raising. "Really? I thought..."

		Millie's expression faltered, uncertainty flickering across her face. She opened her mouth as if to say something, then seemed to think better of it, and a silence stretched uncomfortably between us until Matthew cleared his throat and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. "I should grab a shower," he said, recognising the awkward moment.

		As the bathroom door closed behind him, I turned to Millie. "We should get cleaned up and leave, too. Andie's been babysitting all night. We don't want to be too late getting home."

		Millie nodded, but I could see something working behind her eyes, some argument or plea she was holding back. The weight of unspoken words hung between us as I began to gather my scattered clothes. When Matthew emerged from the shower, towel around his waist, Millie headed in without any self-consciousness at all. What struck me next was how comfortable she'd become around him, calling out casual conversation through the open bathroom door while she showered, asking if he'd seen her bra and panties, laughing when he reminded her the latter were still in his trouser pocket.

		I found myself caught between arousal and unease, watching how naturally she moved around him, completely naked when she came out of the shower. In the full daylight now streaming through the windows, there was no hiding, no modesty. She walked to where she’d arranged her clothes, catching her panties when he tossed them to her from his pocket, stepping into them easily while chatting about how fancy the food was in last night’s restaurant.

		Matthew watched appreciatively but respectfully, and I hated how much I both enjoyed and resented seeing my wife so uninhibited with another man. She pulled on her bra, smoothed down her dress, finger-combed her hair, all while maintaining easy conversation with him as if this was the most natural thing in the world.

		Then, as we prepared to leave, Matthew's manner changed to something more sincere, almost tender. "Millie," he said, taking her hands gently, "Last night... and this morning... was incredible. You're incredible. Not just..." He gestured vaguely toward the rumpled bed. "You're intelligent, funny, beautiful inside and out. Jamie's a very lucky man."

		She blushed, pleased by his words.

		He turned to me, extending his hand. "Thank you for sharing her with me. I know it wasn't easy at times, but I hope you enjoyed it too."

		I shook his hand, unsure how to respond to such earnest gratitude.

		"I'll talk to you Monday at work," he continued. "But for now, you two should have a nice weekend. Spend lots of time together. Reconnect. Reclaim each other."

		The word 'reclaim' sent a buzz through me. He understood exactly what this experience meant for a couple. He’d been there himself. With the woman who we’d unexpectedly met last night. I wondered what would happen with that.

		His expression grew more serious, as if reading my mind. "I've got some clean-up and damage-limitation operations to do with Sophia anyway. That situation needs sorting before it gets worse."

		As we walked toward the door, I couldn't shake the feeling that while one chapter was ending, a new one was about to begin, and not all of them would be as straightforward as we’d promised to ourselves they would be. Outside the hotel, we waited for a taxi, Matthew gone to meet his fate with his ex, I turned to Millie. "Do you want to stop somewhere for breakfast?"

		She looked surprised. "I thought you were in a rush to get home and relieve Andie of her babysitting duties?"

		"I am, but..." I took a breath. "I want to talk to you before we get home. There's something I need to tell you."

		Something in my tone must have warned her, because her expression grew cautious. "Okay."

		We cancelled the taxi for now and found a small café a few streets away, the kind of place that served proper English breakfasts to cure hangovers and fill empty stomachs. We ordered the full works: eggs, bacon, sausages, black pudding, beans, toast. My head was pounding slightly from the whisky and lack of proper sleep.

		As we waited for our food, I struggled with how to begin. The words felt impossible to form.

		"Jamie?" Millie prompted gently, her brown eyes uncertain. "What's wrong?"

		I took a deep breath. There was only one way to do this. And that was to be direct. "It's about Andie. And Matthew." I paused, watching her face. "They... they've been together. The day before yesterday, after Lewis’s send-off. After you had sex with him. While we went home, Matthew and she hooked up."

		The fork froze halfway to Millie's mouth. "What do you mean, 'hooked up'?"

		"They had sex, Millie. At her place. They’ve been texting for a few days."

		Her face went through several emotions, confusion, disbelief, then a flash of hurt and anger. "And you knew about this? When?"

		"Andie called me yesterday evening, when I was on my way to the hotel. She told me then."

		"And you didn't tell me?" Her voice was rising, drawing glances from other diners.

		"When could I have told you? You were already... I mean, by the time I got there, Matthew was already balls deep inside you, Millie. What was I supposed to do? Stop everything and tell you he’d fucked your sister twenty-four hours ago?"

		Her cheeks flushed red, whether from embarrassment or anger, I couldn't tell. "You should have found a way!"

		"How? You were in the middle of having the best sex of your life, and then his ex-wife turned up!"

		The words hung between us, harsh and raw. Other diners were definitely staring now.

		Millie's anger shifted target abruptly. "That little bitch. I can't believe she did this. Behind my back, keeping secrets from me!" She slammed her fork down. "I'm going to kick her ass when I get home."

		"Why?" I asked quietly. "You don't have feelings for Matthew, do you? So why are you being possessive?"

		The question stopped her cold. Her mouth opened, then closed. I could see her processing the implications that being bothered too much about Matthew and Andie would reveal something she wasn't ready to admit, even to herself.

		"I'm not..." she started, then trailed off. "It's not about possessiveness. It's about honesty. About trust between sisters."

		Her voice had lost its edge, becoming more thoughtful. We sat in silence for a moment, picking at our food.

		"You're right," she said finally. "I don't have feelings for him. Not romantic feelings. What we did was... physical. Amazing, but physical. No strings." She met my eyes. "But Andie should have told me. We tell each other everything."

		I nodded, relief flooding through me. "We'll talk to her together when we get home. Figure out what this all means."

		Millie reached across the table and took my hand. "I'm sorry I got angry at you. You were in an impossible situation, I guess."

		"I'm sorry I didn't find a way to tell you sooner."

		“You told me now. Eventually,” Millie agreed. We finished breakfast in relative peace, both of us preparing for what promised to be a difficult conversation at home.

		A little later, the key turned in our front door, and immediately we were engulfed by the chaos of home. Grace came running, launching herself at my legs, while Ethan appeared in the hallway with bedhead and pyjamas, rubbing sleep from his eyes.

		"Daddy! Mummy!" Grace squealed, while Ethan shuffled over for a more dignified hug.

		"Did you have a good time?" Ethan asked, and I caught Millie's eye over his head. If only he knew.

		"We did, sweetheart," Millie said, smoothing his hair. "Did you behave for Auntie Andie?"

		"They were angels," Andie's voice came from the kitchen doorway. She looked tired, her hair unbrushed, wearing one of Millie's spare tops. I wondered if she hadn’t slept well, worrying about the conversation to come. Her eyes flicked between us, searching for clues about how the night had gone.

		"Mummy, can we have pancakes?" Grace demanded, tugging on Millie's dress.

		"After lunch, maybe. Let Mummy get changed first."

		As the kids scattered back to their toys and morning kids' TV, I found myself alone with Andie in the kitchen for a moment. She was making coffee, her movements nervous and deliberate.

		"So," she said quietly, not looking at me. "You told her. I can tell. She’s gone straight upstairs without even saying hello."

		"I had to tell her, Andie. She’s my wife."

		"How did she take it?" Now she did look at me, anxiety clear in her eyes.

		"Not well. She's pretty angry with you."

		Andie nodded, as if she'd expected this. "Did she... did you both go through with it anyway? With Matthew?"

		I hesitated. "Yes. We all spent the night together." I knew of the implications of what I said, but I didn’t have the energy to explain any more accurately.

		Something flickered across her face, a complex mix of emotions I couldn't quite read. Jealousy, definitely, but also curiosity and something that looked almost like disappointment.

		"All three of you?" she asked, voice carefully neutral.

		"Yes." Again, I thought about telling her more specifics, but didn’t.

		"And was it...?" She trailed off, then tried again. "What was it like?"

		I felt heat creep up my neck. How could I possibly explain what I'd witnessed? "It was everything Millie wanted it to be. She enjoyed herself. And so did I."

		Andie's jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. "I bet she did. Matthew knows what he’s doing. I can vouch for that."

		Before I could respond to that loaded comment, Millie appeared in the kitchen doorway, her expression cold as she looked at her sister.

		"Jamie," she said, her voice artificially bright. "Could you take the kids out to play in the garden for a bit? They could use some fresh air, and I need to talk to Andie."

		I recognised the tone. It wasn't a request.

		"Come on, you two," I called to Grace and Ethan. "Let's go kick the football around."

		As I herded them toward the back door, I could already hear voices rising behind us. Thankfully, the kids were focused on chasing the ball, and the kitchen window was only open a crack, they couldn't make out the words from where they were, but I could hear every harsh syllable.

		"How could you not tell me?" Millie's voice carried clearly through the open kitchen window.

		"Because I knew you'd react like this!" Andie shot back. "I knew you'd make it all about you!"

		"Make it about me?” Millie sounded furious. “You and Matthew are nothing! Besides, you’ve got Shaun, Andie. Do you remember him? The man you fucked in our house without asking?"

		"Do I have to remind you that you sucked his cock too?"

		"With your permission! Anyway, that's completely different and you know it!"

		"Is it?” Andie yelled. “Are you just pissed off that I got to fuck Matthew first?"

		There was a sharp intake of breath. "That's not fair."

		"Isn't it? You've been obsessing over this for weeks, Millie. Planning it meticulously. All I had to do was send him a couple of nudes, then wait for him to come over for a fuck."

		"Well, maybe I had good reason to wait! It built up the anticipation. Made him want me more. Matthew said I'm the best he's ever had!"

		Andie's laugh was sharp and bitter. "Yeah, right. My 'traditional' sister is a better fuck than I am?"

		"Why, because you're a slut?"

		"It takes one to know one, sis!"

		"Maybe I’ll become a slut. His slut. The next time I fuck him, it'll be even better!"

		"Next time? Jesus, Millie, listen to yourself!"

		The silence that followed was deafening. I kicked the ball to Ethan, trying to focus on my children while my wife and her sister tore strips off each other just yards away.

		"You know what?" Andie's voice was calmer now, but cutting. "We should all be angry at Matthew for deceiving us, not letting him come between us like this. He played us all."

		"Whatever. You're just cruel," Millie said, her voice shaking. “You knew I wanted him, and you went there anyway.”

		"And you're being naive. This was always just sex, Millie. For him, you and me. Fun sex, good sex, but just sex. The fact that you can't see that is exactly why I didn't tell you."

		"So you were protecting me? Is that it?"

		"Yes! Because you get attached. You always have, ever since we were kids. You can't just enjoy something for what it is, you have to make it mean something deeper. You take everything so seriously. That’s why you became this ‘trad wife’ thing."

		There was a long pause. When Millie spoke again, her voice was smaller.

		"Maybe you're right. But you still should have told me."

		"Maybe I should have. And maybe you should have admitted to yourself what this really was before it went so far."

		Another silence, then footsteps. The back door opened, and Andie appeared, her face composed but her eyes bright with unshed tears.

		"Bye, kids," she called out with forced cheerfulness. "Auntie Andie has to go now. Be good for Mummy and Daddy."

		She hugged them both, longer than usual, then walked back through the house without looking at me. A few minutes later, I heard the front door close with unusual gentleness.

		When I went back inside, Millie was sitting at the kitchen table, staring at her hands. She looked up as I entered, and I could see she'd been crying.

		"She's right, you know," she said quietly. "About some of it, anyway."

		I sat down beside her, not sure what to say. The aftermath was proving just as complicated as I'd feared.

		

	
		When Trad Wife Values Are Tested

		Home and Heart

		A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

		Ladies, today I’m opening my heart a little wider and sharing something I haven’t spoken about before — the moments when living the trad wife life feels, well... really hard.

		Being a traditional wife means so much to me. It’s the foundation of my world, my marriage, my family, my children. I believe in loyalty, in support, in honouring the vows I made to Mr. Heart. Through thick and thin, the good and the bad, this is my commitment. Tough times aren’t just obstacles; they are tests, meant to strengthen us, not break us.

		But sometimes, those tests come in ways I never expected. Moments when my heart and my principles pull in different directions. When my loyalty to tradition is challenged by a quiet yearning for... a little more. More adventure, perhaps more passion, maybe even just more freedom to explore parts of myself I’ve kept hidden.

		Is it wrong to feel that way? To want to expand beyond the role I cherish so deeply? I don’t believe so. I think it’s human to struggle sometimes, to wonder if the path we walk is the only one. But I also know where my true north is, it’s right here, in my marriage and family.

		So I hold firm. I don’t let doubt pull me away. I let them be part of the journey instead, whispers that remind me I’m alive, growing. But never, ever more important than what I vow to protect.

		Because in the end, being a trad wife isn’t about perfection, it’s about choosing love every day, even when it’s hard. And I’m not about to let anything or anyone take that away from me.

		With love and strength,

		Millie Grace

		

	
		Chapter six

		

		Hello Stranger

		The argument didn’t quite come out of nowhere, but it still caught me off guard. Millie had been sulking all day since the disagreement with her sister. I’d talked to her, done my best to comfort her, but to no avail. By late afternoon, the house felt heavy with tension, the kind that has you treading on eggshells. I hated it; worse was the way she shut me out, disappearing behind her own walls.

		Earlier, while the kids were upstairs, I caught her on the phone with Kate. She was talking in that easy, candid way she only reserved for her best friend, raw, honest and unfiltered. She didn’t hold back, all the dirty details spilling out during the confession. It was slightly humiliating to hear her be so open about things I wasn’t ready to unpack yet. I hadn’t even worked through it, what it means that she’d enjoyed Matthew's bigger cock and the deeper, rough penetration that he’d been able to give her.

		Kate was on loudspeaker. Millie thought she was alone in her room and that I was with the kids downstairs, and I heard Kate ask if she’d had me and Matthew together. Millie’s answer was a slow, soft no, followed by, “Not yet. But I want to, next time.”

		When she hung up, I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I walked into the room, looked her in the eyes and smiled, trying to keep my voice steady. “Is Kate okay? I heard you guys talking. It’s good you have someone to talk to.”

		“She’s fine,” Millie nodded, her eyes widening, clearly surprised that I was there. “I had to tell someone.”

		“You said you wanted to fuck us both at the same time,” I mentioned, trying to sound casual. “But didn’t you promise we’d go back to normal after the ten days were up?”

		Millie’s gaze sharpened. Something snapped inside her, an overreaction. “This was your fantasy, Jamie. You wanted me to have sex with another man. You pushed for it. Then you arranged everything with Matthew. You made it happen.” She was leaning in now, defiant and determined. “I did this for you, yes. But I did it for me too, if I’m being honest. And now I know I like it. I don’t want to stop. I want to keep exploring this, this hotwife thing, the cuckold thing.”

		My chest tightened with a mixture of anger and hurt. “I want us to slow down. I want us to be us. To be what we were before all this. Then we can work out what we want in the future, when we’ve thought it through. Can’t we just… stop? For now?”

		That broke something in her. The frustration spilling from her was sudden, fierce.

		“You let me have a taste and then you want to stop? Jamie, you even dragged your friend Dean into it! This isn’t my doing, Jamie. How dare you dangle a carrot in front of me and then snatch it away?”

		Her words cut deep, sharp and unforgiving. The air between us crackled, heavy with everything unspoken and unbearable, now shouted loud and clear.

		Then, just like that, footsteps sounded on the stairs. Ethan and Grace, completely innocent to the storm tearing through their parents’ relationship, appeared at the doorway, their wide eyes searching ours for answers.

		“Why are you shouting, Mummy?” Ethan asked quietly.

		I swallowed hard, shaking off the ache of failure, that I’d just dragged my kids into it. I stormed downstairs, grabbed my coat without another word, and paused at the back door.

		Millie’s voice drifted after me, soft and cold. “Go. Clear your head. I’ll do the same.”

		There was no warmth in those words, only a quiet, accusing finality. I didn’t look back. I needed to get out, to breathe somewhere that wasn’t suffocating with words left unsaid. I closed the door softly behind me and left,

		

		***

		

		I pushed open the door to the pub and stepped into its familiar warmth. At the bar stood the pretty blonde barmaid who worked weekends, the one with bright blue eyes and a flirty smile, wiping down the counter. I couldn’t remember her name, but when I ordered a beer, she flashed a quick wink and asked me how I was, referring to me by name. I told her I’d had better days, then slipped away, finding a corner booth, grateful for the space, grateful there didn’t seem to be anyone in tonight who knew me. Here, I could sit and think, or if that failed, I could drink away the demons plaguing my heart.

		As I supped my beer, last night replayed in my mind, vivid and relentless. I couldn’t help but think about how good Matthew had fucked Millie. How hard, how deep he’d fucked her. How completely she surrendered, how well she took it. Part of me didn’t regret it. That part reminded me how lucky she’d been, how much pleasure I’d seen on her face and how lucky I was to witness such an erotic thing, my long-time fantasy. But another part wished I’d never started this crazy game with our marriage, the risky bet with Matthew that I hadn’t fully thought through.

		My fingers tapped out a text to Millie.

		I’m sorry. We need to talk. Maybe there’s a way to find a compromise? We could explore some fantasies together, maybe role-play. But I really don’t want you sleeping with Matthew again.

		I hit send before doubts could freeze my fingers.

		Then I messaged Matthew.

		Sorry to do this, but I need it to stop now. I have to focus on fixing my marriage.

		No reply. Silence filled the digital void.

		A moment later, Millie responded.

		I need time to think about what I want. I can’t just go back to how it was before, but we can work on it.

		The words were soft, reluctant, but at least they were something. A foothold in the chaos. I took a long pull of my beer, feeling the buzz slowly ease the tension, but the knot in my chest was far from untangled.

		The phrase ‘can’t just go back to how it was before’ echoed sourly in my mind. That line felt like a wedge driving deeper between us, a subtle refusal to let me pull things back to something familiar and safe. I hated it. Hated what it meant. Mainly because I knew she was right.

		I flagged down the barmaid again and ordered another beer, this time with a whisky chaser. The burn slid down my throat, settling into my belly like a reluctant consolation, numbing that edge just a little more.

		Millie texted me again, but this time I replied that I needed some alone time. Time to reflect, to think, to cool down. Then I’d come home and we could talk. But for some reason, she still seemed angry with me. She understood that I needed space to breathe, but storming out and getting drunk wasn’t the answer. I needed to see it from her point of view, as if my feelings were secondary. When I told her that, she asked if I was ‘even willing to fight for us anymore’ and hinted that maybe I was too scared to face what she wanted.

		I threw the phone back onto the table and ignored it for a full hour. I wasn’t going to be pulled down another rabbit hole of words that might spiral into another argument. I knew why she wanted to carry this one. Lewis and Matthew had both been bigger and better than me in bed. I saw how she came with them, with my own eyes. I remembered how she’d squirted on Matthew’s cock like nothing I’d ever made her feel.

		I swallowed hard, the sour taste of failure thick on my tongue. I’d fucked everything up.

		That’s when a familiar voice slipped across the room.

		“Hello, stranger.”

		I turned to see Mina, sliding smoothly into the seat opposite me. She smiled, happy to see me, a contrast to how I thought I’d be greeted at home.

		“I didn’t expect to see you here,” she grinned, smoothing her dark hair from her eyes as she gazed at me.

		“Sometimes the pub’s the only place to find a moment’s peace,” I replied, suddenly grateful for the distraction.

		The weight in my words didn’t go unnoticed. Mina’s eyes caught mine across the worn wooden table, sharp and steady, like she could see right through me.

		“Want to talk about it?” She didn’t rush me when I stayed quiet for a moment, simply sipping my beer. Mina was wearing a black silk top that clung to her curves in all the right places, paired with a short skirt that caught the red light from the neon over the bar whenever she moved. Cool, funky boots grounded her, and leather bands wrapped around one wrist gave her a bit of edge, like she belonged somewhere wilder than here.

		I found some words to fill the silence, talking about the football, telling her I’d missed the match today and asking if she’d seen any of it. She filled me in on the score, and we made small talk after that until eventually, she got up and sat next to me, sliding close,

		“Alright, spill it. What’s really eating at you, Jamie?”

		I let out a dry laugh, the first in hours, then shrugged like I had nothing to offer. But she didn’t back off. “Come on, tell me. Why are you at the pub on a Saturday night, getting pissed all alone?”

		So I started. Not all at once, more like pieces falling into place as I spoke. She’d already expressed an interest, a curiosity that I knew she wasn’t going to drop. Perhaps Mina would be able to give me some advice, as an outsider.

		I told her about Matthew and the ten-day plan to open Millie up. I told her about Dean, the first time Millie had gone so far as to get naked with another man. I told her that he’d got the tip inside her, how close it had come to going further. Then Lewis, the spontaneous fuck in the salesroom, how he made her cum, how I had to watch from the sidelines. And Matthew — God, was I really telling her this? — I told her we’d spent the night in the hotel. I told her it all, every damn detail. How big his cock was. How he’d made her squirt.

		Mina nodded along, her eyes widening but never interrupting. When I faltered, she asked in that soft, no-nonsense way of hers, asking what she wanted to know. Prompting me to go on with questions like, “And what did that feel like, watching her?” or “Did you enjoy it? Did she?”

		I ran a hand through my hair, exhaling slowly, once I’d finished. Once I’d come clean, admitting to all my dirty secrets and facing my dark side, admitting my shame.

		She gave a small smile, not judging. “So, why are you here, feeling sorry for yourself?”

		“Because I’m an idiot,” I admitted. “I’ve opened Pandora’s Box and now I can’t close it. I’ve fucked everything up.”

		“Maybe,” she teased. “Or maybe you’ve just unlocked a new side to your marriage. Maybe it’s not a bad thing.”

		“I’ve fulfilled my fantasies, Mina. I won’t lie and say I didn’t enjoy it. I did, but I don’t want to take it any further.”

		“And she does,” Mina surmised, nodding sagely. “So, are you pissed at her for that?” she pressed, eyes narrowing playfully.

		I shook my head. “I don’t know. Angry, yeah. At the whole mess, at myself for letting this happen. For making it happen. But I’m not really angry with her. She’s... complicated, that’s all.”

		“Of course she is.” Mina tapped her fingers on the table. “And what about you? What do you want? Think about it. The old Millie — the traditional, vanilla Millie — wasn’t enough for you back then, before this. What makes you think she will be now?”

		I stared into the bottom of my glass. “I don’t know. I just want to fix it. To get back to normal.”

		She shrugged, the leather bracelets sliding slightly up her smooth arms. “Life isn’t about going backwards. It’s about moving forward and embracing what the future holds, even if it holds changes. Even if it means getting messy in the process of dealing with those changes.”

		A silence settled between us, but it was comfortable, like two best friends that hadn’t spoken in ages. The lack of words didn’t bother Mina. She took me by the band, standing up. “Come outside with me. I need a smoke.”

		I followed her, bringing my drink, watching as she rested easily against the wall outside, lighting a cigarette and then blowing out a thin stream of smoke into the cool evening air. I didn’t even know she smoked until now. Watching her, calm and intent, I pulled a cigarette from the pack she offered, let her light it for me. The first drag hit me hard, and I coughed, laughing awkwardly.

		She laughed too, that easy, warming sound that cut through my gloom.

		“Did you enjoy it?” she asked quietly when we settled into the cool night air.

		“The cigarette?” I shook my head but took another drag anyway.

		“No,” she chuckled, her dark, tilted eyes twinkling in the dark. “Watching Millie. I can’t imagine watching someone I love having sex with someone else. Although it’s kind of a horny thought.”

		“Yeah,” I said. “But I’m torn. Part of me was so fucking turned on by it, all these feelings, jealousy, pride, simply lust from watching her. But the other part? I want my innocent wife back. The one I fell in love with.”

		Mina’s eyes softened now, flickering with sympathy. “Jamie, you can’t take it back. I keep telling you. Millie’s not innocent anymore, not really, she never really was, if she had this side to her. But that doesn’t mean it’s all bad. You can chalk it up to experience and move on.”

		I shook my head. “Millie doesn’t want to move on. I told you. She wants to keep going. She wants to fuck him again. In fact, she wants to fuck both of us. You know… at the same time. Double penetration, everything.”

		She smiled wryly, her eyebrows arching as if impressed. “She’s a lucky girl. I’d give anything for a boyfriend who’d let me fuck around. I like girls, guys, hell, I like the whole party.” She grinned, flicking ash off her cigarette. “Have you wondered if the reason you’re feeling so confused about it all is because you’re jealous?”

		I swallowed hard. “Jealous? Me?”

		“Millie’s got to fuck around,” Mina said bluntly. “Is that what you want? What do you secretly want, Jamie? Do you wish you could do the same?”

		I’d never thought about it like that before. The idea both terrified and intrigued me.

		Suddenly, Mina leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “If it is, then come to my place. Finish your drink and come home with me. No strings.” Her breath was warm on my ear. “I’ve always thought you were kind of cute, you must have picked up on that by now. You can get some things out of your system, then go back to Millie. Our little secret.”

		Her face was so close to mine, I could smell her perfume, mixed with the smoke on her breath. I leaned in to kiss her.

		“Jamie!” a familiar voice said, sharp but not unkind.

		I looked behind me to see Kate, her eyes wide behind those thick-rimmed glasses, her mouth tight with disapproval. She stepped between us, rescuing me from a choice I wasn’t ready to make.

		Mina shrugged but smiled, unfazed by the newcomer’s presence. “Another time, then.”

		The moment she stepped back inside the pub, Kate shook her head, stepping in close and flicking the cigarette from my fingers. Her dark hair was pulled back into a stumpy ponytail, and she wore a denim jacket over a comic book T-shirt.

		“What the hell was that all about, Jamie?” she demanded, voice loud enough to cut through the chatter around us as I turned and followed Mina into the bar. “You’re smoking?”

		I shrugged, trying to keep it casual as I walked back to my table. She followed me, standing by the table, glaring at me, “I’m just clearing my head, Kate.”

		Kate raised an eyebrow, unimpressed. “By fucking a random tart? Is that what you call clearing your head? Getting even?”

		“She’s not a random tart. She’s my friend.” I half-smiled, refusing to be told off by my wife’s friend, as geeky smart and bossy as she might be. “I hope you’re not here to be my mum, Kate.”

		“Nah,” she said, rolling her eyes. “But someone’s got to tell you to man up and stop running away from the mess you’ve all made.”

		Her words stung less than I expected. I was grateful for it, actually.

		Kate slid into the seat opposite me. “Look, Millie’s worried. You’re not answering her calls or texts. She’s worried you’re not coming home.”

		“She’s right to be worried,” I admitted.

		“Oh, give it a rest.” Kate leaned forward, fingers tapping the table. “Do you want to know what she said to me? That she’s more in love with you than ever, because you let her explore this new side of herself. And you love her. I know you do, Jamie. I’ve never seen a couple more in love than you guys. Andie — she’s not talking to Millie, by the way — she’s envious of what you two have. So am I. We always have been. So, don’t give me this bullshit that you’re going to throw all of that away because Millie’s had sex with someone, not when you set it all up.”

		Kate’s admonishment lingered in the noisy air of the pub, the way a good scolding lingers long after the words fade. She perched on the edge of the seat opposite me, arms crossed as if daring me to argue.

		The truth hit me harder than I expected. I glanced down at the empty glass in front of me, swirling the last of the beer as if it might contain answers. “I told you, I just needed to get some air,” I muttered, voice low, barely audible above the music. “I’m just not ready to go home and face the music, is all. I wasn’t going anywhere with Mina.”

		Kate sighed, then took a long, steady breath. Her eyes searched mine like she wanted me to understand, really understand. “Yeah, well, it looked like you were getting close. A little too close. I got here just in time, I think. I thought you’d be with Dean or here, so I’m glad I tried here first.”

		I gave a hollow laugh, incredulous. “Dean? Yeah, no chance. He’s as tangled up as the rest of us.”

		Kate nodded knowingly. “Look, Millie’s struggling. You’ve started something she didn’t expect to want, and now she’s wrestling with it. Tonight, when she was talking to me, I could hear the struggle in her voice, but don’t mistake that for a lack of love. She’s more committed to you than ever. She just wants to figure out what this means for her. She wants to figure it out with you.”

		I sat back, letting her words wash over me, stirring the knot in my stomach. “But what if I don’t want to figure it out?”

		“Oh, Jamie,” Kate sighed, sympathy shining at me through her glasses lenses. “You do. Stop thinking so negatively. You know, none of this makes you a bad guy, right? You’re just a guy who let things get complicated. You’re not the first, and you won’t be the last to do that.”

		Her tone was almost gentle now, frustration melding with genuine concern. The honesty between us wasn’t easy, but it was necessary. Between Mina and Kate, I’d managed to reconcile a few things, talking to someone who didn’t judge me, but I still wasn’t ready to face up to what had happened.

		“Let’s get out of here,” Kate suggested, watching Mina carefully as the Korean woman walked to the bar and ordered herself a drink.

		“Sure,” I nodded, not wanting another awkward moment between the three of us. For a moment, as Kate and I slid into her car, the faint glow from the streetlamps casting long shadows across the dashboard, I felt a pang of regret, wondering what might have happened between Mina and me.

		Stop, I berated myself in my head. You shouldn’t be thinking about things like that. I texted Millie once I’d donned my seatbelt: I’m sorry. I’m alright. Just chilling with Kate.

		Her reply was immediate and warm: Good. We can work this out, make it work, I promise. I love you.

		I held onto those words, fragile and bright in the dark. Kate twisted the key, eased the car into gear and headed out onto the main road that led to her place. She glanced over with that familiar smirk, playful but kind. “So,” she began, voice low and a little teasing, “Do you want to talk about Millie sleeping with those other guys? Or not? No pressure.”

		I let out a breath, feeling the heaviness in my chest lighten a touch. “I don’t even know where to start.”

		She nodded like she understood the weight of unsaid things. “That’s okay. Just start anywhere. I know everything that happened from Millie. I just want to understand your side.”

		We rumbled quietly down the road as I spilled the beans for the second time tonight, covering the jealousy, the arousal, the regrets and the hollow feeling beneath what should’ve been excitement. How I’d wanted to see Millie with someone else, this fantasy that seemed so seductive until it became real, and now it left me feeling mixed up, confused and led to the conflict between Millie and me.

		Kate listened without interrupting at first, fingers drumming absentmindedly on the steering wheel. When I faltered, she reached over briefly, her hand brushing against mine, grounding me.

		“Millie loved you for years, Jamie. All this—” she gestured vaguely, “—doesn’t change that. She’s not flipping a switch on her heart because she had some new dick.”

		I chuckled, the edge of bitterness in my voice. “Not just new dick. Big dick. Millie didn’t hold back, telling me how different Matthew’s big dick felt.”

		Kate shot me a look as she parked outside her place. “Keep that shit in your head, Jamie. That’s insecurity talking. If she didn’t love your dick, she’d never have married you.” She unclipped her seatbelt, letting it spring back, then turned in the driver’s seat, looking at me over the rims of her thick glasses. Outside, the streetlight cast tall shadows along her driveway.

		“Come on,” she said, gentle but insistent, nodding toward her door as we stepped out. “I make a mean coffee, and you look like you need one. Or if you’re too far gone for caffeine, maybe something stronger.”

		I followed her inside, letting the warm hush of her living room settle around me. The only light came from the fish tank bubbling in the corner, schooling tetras floating in lazy circles, their silver bellies catching blue-green light. Kate sloughed off her denim jacket, dropping it casually over a chair, her Marvel T-shirt tight against her round breasts as she stretched the knots out of her back.

		She went into the kitchen while I made myself comfortable, returning and handing me a drink, a heavy pour of good whisky, smoky and rich. She sat at the opposite end of the sofa, looked at me for a long moment, then tucked her feet beneath her, sitting cross-legged while taking a drink from her own glass.

		“Is it really just about his cock?” she asked quietly, her bluntness softened by the way she looked away, watching the fish dart through plastic weeds.

		The world outside faded away briefly, house and children and Millie’s anger all somewhere far away. “Kind of. But also, no,” I admitted. “It’s about everything. Feeling like I opened something in her that I can’t satisfy. And having to face things about myself that I’m not proud of.”

		Kate arched a brow, the edge of her glasses catching the tank’s eerie light. “You mean how much it turned you on? Watching her being taken by another man?” The corners of her mouth curled in a wry, knowing smile. “You ever wonder why that is? You think it's a way of dealing with your guilt? Guilt that you tied Millie down before she could experience sex with a few different men? Or is it a way of dealing with your fear that someone else might steal Millie away? Or a long-standing worry that you’re not enough for her?”

		I took a long sip, feeling the heat in my stomach bloom into my cheeks. “Maybe it’s all of those,” I admitted. “Sometimes I wonder if I subconsciously wanted to break us just to see what it would feel like. But now… I don’t want us to be broken. I want to undo it.”

		“Even though you enjoyed it?” Kate’s laughter was warm, not mocking. “You can’t put the toothpaste back in the tube, Jamie. What’s done is done. We all have our little kinks and fantasies. That’s not a crime.”

		“Oh, yeah?” I took a sip of the whisky, enjoying the heat. “What are yours, Kate?”

		There was a pause, long enough for me to sense the mood changing unexpectedly. Her eyes lingered on my mouth when I spoke. She shuffled closer and leaned in, her voice softer, almost confessional. “Do you ever think about your friends naked? I do. Men and women. Millie, Andie. You. Since all of this started, I’ve fantasised about seeing Millie being fucked. Hell, after she called me this afternoon, I masturbated, thinking about her with Matthew. And you, watching.”

		“Kate,” I reached out, put my hand on her arm, sensing a direction to this that I wasn’t comfortable taking. “Maybe I shouldn’t have asked that question.”

		She reached out, fingers brushing along my jaw. “No. I want you to know. I was touching my pussy while Millie told me about her and Matthew. I liked it. I liked thinking about you jerking off your cock while watching her cum.”

		I stared at Kate. I knew she was blunt and said things ‘as they were,’ but this was a whole new level.

		“She didn’t just… cum with him—”

		“I know,” she interrupted me with a wicked grin. “She squirted with him, she said.”

		That stopped me in my tracks, and I took a moment to process things. Millie really had told her everything. “I don’t know how I feel about that. It was exciting to see, but she’s never squirted with me. I feel… guilty about that. Like I’m a failure or something.”

		Kate smiled, her tone turning from gentle to daring. “You feel guilty? Really? That’s crazy.”

		I took a deep breath, then exhaled slowly. “I do. Guilty for everything.”

		She went quiet, then took off her glasses, placing them carefully on the coffee table next to us. “Jamie, if you’re going to carry this much guilt, you might as well earn it.”

		Before I could ask what she meant, she slid forward, straddling my lap. Her breasts crushed against my chest through her T-shirt, and I felt her thighs, warm and soft against mine as her skirt rode up about her curvy thighs. She reached for my zipper, her fingers confident and unhurried as she pressed her mouth to mine, her lips tasting of whisky and some sweet lip balm.

		What was she doing? This wasn’t right, but I couldn’t stop kissing her, our tongues entwining as her hand found my cock in my shorts and stroked it before pulling it out. After a long moment, I felt her move and opened my eyes, watching as she broke off the kiss and lifted her T-shirt, pulling it up over her breasts, encased in a pink, strong bra. She grinned at me as she saw me looking and then reached behind her back, unclipping it and tossing it aside, letting her generous, round breasts hang in front of me. They were full and heavy. Her nipples were larger than Millie’s, too, a darker pink with a wide areola around the hard bud of the nipple itself. She sat there, unselfconscious, confident, holding my gaze as I sat there, breath quickening, my cock stiffening where it was sticking out of my undone zipper.

		Kate reached down and undid my jeans fully, fingers moving with purpose. Before I could protest, she slid my jeans and boxers down, her palm closing around my painfully erect cock. “You’re not small at all, Jamie,” she murmured, teasing, “and you’re hard as hell, which is good.”

		She sat back on my lap and we kissed, slow and eager and hungry. Her hand stroked me, and mine found her huge breasts. They were pleasantly weighty and warm, filling my hands. Again, a sense of wrongness prickled my skin, and I made to stop, but my protest was futile. She took my jaw and pushed me back with an authority I hadn’t expected, a wicked smile flashing across her lips as she shut me up without words, one hand covering my mouth as I made to speak, the other gripping my cock hard, as if threatening to rip it off.

		Kate hiked up her skirt, and I let my eyes drift down, watching as she pulled her pink panties to the side. Her pussy was shaved, plumper than Millie’s, her slit just a juicy-looking line splitting her mound. She let me look for a moment, then aimed my cock at the right angle and lowered herself down onto me before I could even think about stopping her. I slid inside her easily, her breath catching, her eyes closing as she moved, back arched and head tilted back.

		Kate’s pussy felt hot, tight, not quite the same as Millie's. There was a subtle difference in the sensation of her sliding up and down on me, the way her walls gripped me. For years, Millie had been the only woman I’d fucked. Sex meant Millie. Being inside Kate was different, not just the way her pussy felt, or the way her large tits bounced in front of my face as she rode me, eager and energetically, on the sofa. It wasn’t just the way her moans were different, deeper than Millie’s voice, or the way she leaned in and bit my lip gently as we kissed again. Everything was different, the way her curvy hips felt through the hitched-up skirt as I clutched onto them, guiding her onto me, over and over. The way she leaned back, grabbing her tits, playing with them as she ground against me.

		When she reversed position and rode me facing away, I let myself trail my hands across her back and then around, cupping and feeling her breasts from behind, thumbs brushing over her nipples, feeling them stiffen at my touch.

		The groans she made were deeper, rawer than Millie’s, as she pushed onto me, taking me deeper, fucking my rock-hard cock faster, her pussy so wet now that I was almost sliding out of her. Then she shifted again and bent over the sofa next to me, her shapely backside high in the air. I admired every inch of her smooth, round ass as she tilted her hips to guide me inside as I got behind her and shoved my cock into her soaking wet hole.

		“Hard now, Jamie,” she growled, so I fucked her hard, slamming my body against her. Each thrust made her shudder, fingers clawing at the arm of the sofa, her dark hair slipping out of the short ponytail and falling into her face as she pressed back against me, impatient and greedy for more. She turned her head to the side, daring me further, urging me to fuck her rougher. “Don’t hold back, Jamie. I can take it. Pull my hair. Slap my ass. Treat me like a slut. That’s how I like it. Do whatever you want. Just don’t fuck me like a pussy. Be a man and use my cunt properly.”

		I gripped a handful of her hair, and she moaned louder, driving me closer to the edge. Her body responded as I railed her, her back arching. When I pulled her head back by the hair roughly, she giggled — she actually giggled — a noise which made my cock throb inside her.

		Kate arched her back, glancing over her shoulder with a glint of mischief in her eye. “That’s it, Jamie. Fuck me like Matthew fucked Millie. Show me how he fucked her with that big, long cock she can’t stop talking about.”

		The words dug deep, stirring something hungry inside me. The last of my hesitation melted away as her teasing laughter filled the room, and I grabbed her hips, driving into her with new purpose. She moaned in approval, egging me on. “That’s it, just like that. Give it to me properly.”

		When I couldn’t hold back any longer, I pulled out, her wetness dripping from my shaft, and with a shaky, gasping shout, I came, shooting streams of thick, hot cum all over her skirt-covered back. Kate looked back as I gasped for breath, squeezing out the last few drops. She looked satisfied, her lips parted in a sly, approving grin, then she straightened, peeling the ruined skirt carefully over her hips, tossing it aside with a deep sigh.

		My legs gave way, and I sat heavily on the sofa, Kate sprawling beside me contentedly. Her T-shirt was still rucked up above her heavy breasts, her body naked below that now, the curve of her thighs, her shaved, smooth pussy on show in the soft glow from the fish tank light. For a long moment, I just took her in, Millie’s sexy best friend, all of her on display, the secret fantasies I’d sometimes had about her now indelibly real.

		I let out a shaky laugh. “You know, when you asked if I’ve ever pictured any of my friends naked, I didn’t answer, did I? Of course I have. I’ve imagined what your big tits looked like a thousand times.”

		She propped herself on one elbow, giving me that sly, satisfied smile. “I know, Jamie. You never did a very good job of hiding it. And now you know what I look like naked, not just my tits. And you know what I fuck like.”

		She grinned wider, brushing her messy hair away from her eyes, then picked her glasses up and placed them delicately back on before regarding me intently. “And now you also know you need to go home, make it right with Millie. Or I’ll tell her exactly how you ruined my skirt.”

		“What?”

		Kate wasn’t grinning now. She was fierce, relentless, holding the dark skirt up between two fingers, showing me the sticky, messy evidence of what we’d just done. “You heard me. I had an idea, Jamie. A plan. Do you get it?” she asked, voice deadly calm, “Because I absolutely will send Millie a photo of your cum all over my skirt. I’ll tell her exactly what happened here unless you go home, man up, and sort things out with her.”

		I started to protest, words caught in my throat, but my phone lit up on the coffee table. I saw a new message come through, and there seemed to be more than one. For a moment, I was distracted, wanting to check them, but Kate reached over, plucking the phone up and placing it out of reach. “No. Listen to me, Jamie. I’m serious.”

		She sat cross-legged now, her bare pussy exposed without shame. “I wanted to fuck you, Jamie. I won’t lie about that. I always have. I love sex and don’t pretend otherwise, or apologise for it. Before now, you were off-limits. Tonight, I took advantage. And now I have you exactly where I want you.”

		She gestured towards the skirt again, then tossed it aside. “Go home. You clearly love Millie. Despite what she’s done, you’re head-over-heels still. And she loves you, more than anything. So your wife had a few new cocks, and maybe she wants more. Your marriage is worth so much more than just throwing it away because she wants the slutty phase you denied her by scooping her up before she could live through it.”

		Kate’s gaze was sharp, eyes behind her nerdy frames hard with certainty and experience. “Man up, Jamie. Stop being a whiny little bitch and admit to yourself you liked seeing her with other men, and that’s okay. You’re a cuck, so fucking embrace it. You both like the same thing, whether you wanted to or not. You’re the luckiest bastard alive. Get over your insecurities. You’re a good fuck. Now put your perfectly fine dick away, clean yourself up, and go home.”

		“Kate, I—”

		“I don’t want to hear it, Jamie.” She leaned in close, her voice a final challenge, “Go home. Have an honest conversation. Sort it out. Or I’ll never forgive you.”

		Kate finally pulled her Marvel T-shirt back down over her tits but made no move to cover her pussy. She picked up my phone and tossed it back to me. I grabbed it, swiping to open the screen. The first message was from Millie, as expected.

		I know you’re with Kate. I hope she’s not taking advantage of you. But I want you to know I love you and need you to come home. We need to figure this out together.

		The next one was from an unknown number. I opened it carefully.

		Jamie, this is Sophia, Matthew’s wife. He gave me your number. I’ve also texted Millie. There are things you both need to know. It’s urgent that we meet, the three of us, as soon as possible, preferably early tomorrow. I want to explain everything fully, so you can understand the whole picture. Call me to arrange when and where once you’ve spoken to each other.

		I showed the message to Kate, whose eyes flickered over the screen with a guarded look.

		“She’s the last person you should worry about,” she said bluntly, her voice firm. “Millie and your marriage, that’s what counts. This—” she gestured to the phone “—can wait. Now go.”

		Her tone left no room for argument. That was my signal to face whatever waited at home. As she leaned in and kissed me one last time before getting up and showing me the front door, the choice was clear — run from this tangled mess or fight for what mattered most. And for the first time that night, I knew exactly what I had to do.
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		Chapter seven

		

		New Territory

		The gravel crunched beneath my shoes as I walked slowly down the driveway towards our house, the gravity of everything that had happened pressing down on me heavily. The sex with Kate, the way her body had felt, so different from Millie’s, kept replaying behind my eyes, sharp and vivid. It had been good, better than I’d ever fantasised about, but that only made me feel worse. I’d crossed a line, cheated on the woman I loved, and for what? A moment of reckless passion? An escape from my regrets? To get my own back on Millie? I was an idiot. A damn fool. And not just for letting Matthew manipulate me into fucking my wife, but doubly so now, carrying not just guilt over Millie’s loss of innocence, but a shame I couldn’t shake.

		My fingers flexed around the phone in my pocket, the message from Sophia still bothering me. What did she want? What secrets was she holding? The urgency in her words was a cold reminder that the mess I’d stumbled into wasn’t my burden alone. And Mina. I’d come so close to being an idiot with her, too. How had I let it get that far?

		When I reached the front door, my heart was thundering in my chest. I took a deep breath as I stepped inside, not even the familiar scent of our home relaxing me like it usually did.

		In the soft glow of the TV, there she was, in the front room, sitting in her cotton pyjamas, her hair tied up in a side ponytail. Millie glanced up, and for a long moment, we just looked at each other. I searched her deep brown eyes, trying to gauge her mood. Was she still angry? Was she going to be cold towards me or warm and inviting? How was this going to go?

		Then she rose, suddenly, rushing forward towards me, her bare feet quiet across the carpeted floor. She threw her arms around me, holding on tight as if clinging to me might erase the distance between us. And for the first time since leaving Kate’s, I let my guard down and returned the embrace, enjoying the familiar warmth of her against me.

		“I’m sorry,” I whispered into her ear. I didn’t know whether I was apologising for fucking Kate, for running out earlier, for getting us into this mess in the first place. It didn’t matter. I was just… sorry, and that’s all I could say for now.

		“Me too,” she breathed, looking up at my face and smiling. “Let’s talk.”

		Some horror film was playing, and Millie picked up the remote and paused it. The light from the screen was just enough to trace the curves of Millie’s face as she sat on the edge of the couch, pulling me by the hand to sit next to her.

		“The kids?” I asked softly. “Are they—”

		“They’re in bed, asleep.” Millie nodded. “Don’t worry. They’re fine. You can go up and tuck them in if you want, but I’d rather we just talk. We have to fix this, Jamie. We have to.”

		“I know. I’ve been thinking a lot,” I said finally, voice rough with emotion. “Kate talked some sense into me. She said that I love you, and that’s true. She said you love me too, that what we have is worth everything. No matter how much it might be… different now.”

		“It is different,” Millie agreed, nodding gently. “But it’s still the same, too. We’re just Jamie and Millie. Just like we were before. Me… being with Matthew, and Lewis… Everything I’ve done, it doesn’t change how much I love you.”

		“I believe you.” I sighed, deciding just to be open and honest, even if it made me sound stupid. “But what if I’m not enough for you any more, Millie? I saw how you came with Matthew. I saw you squirt. You were like a different woman. What if you want that all the time, and you don’t want me any more?”

		“What?” Millie slid closer, taking my hand in hers. The hand that had been wrapped around Kate’s breast not long before. “That’s never going to happen. I promise. Just because I enjoyed sex with him doesn’t mean I won’t enjoy what I have with you. I thought you wanted this. Didn’t you enjoy it?”

		“Watching you with Matthew…” I took a deep breath. Be honest, Jamie, I told myself. “Yes. I enjoyed it. You know I did. You saw how hard I was, how I came, watching you. But it did something to me. I didn’t expect to feel all the emotions I did. Jealousy. Pride. Excitement. Fear. Seeing you cum so hard was amazing, but also humbling because it was with someone bigger than me. It’s confusing.”

		Millie turned toward me, a spark of something soft in her expression. “So, that’s why you don’t want to take it further?” she whispered. “Because it’s humbling for you. Because it scares you, makes you think you’ll lose me?”

		I nodded, and she stopped to think for a moment, her eyes staring at the TV for a moment.

		“But if…” she started, pausing, that look on her face that I knew meant she was working things out in her head. “If you like the idea of me with other men, what if we move on from Matthew? I could still explore the things I want to try, but with different people. What about that? Does it still turn you on to imagine me with new guys?”

		I blinked. The question was simple, but it hit me deep. Her brown eyes held steady, inviting, unafraid to explore the edges of that new territory. I hesitated, caught between fear and desire, and then nodded slowly.

		“So… someone different would still be a turn on for you? Someone like… a black guy?” I tried not to flinch because she was watching me carefully as she spoke, looking for a reaction. “Would that be something you’d want to see?” Each word felt thought out, pulling me toward a truth I hadn’t allowed myself to admit.

		She went on, soft but pushing. “What about sharing me? A threesome, you and me, with another man. Is that a horny thought for you? Me pleasuring you while someone does it to me? Maybe Dean and Sarah, too. A foursome. Jamie, I’ve read about couples who make it work, who compromise, share control over who, what, and when. What if we could? Wouldn’t you like it?”

		I looked down at my hands, the skin tight over my knuckles as I gripped my knees. “Yes,” I confessed, voice low. “Those things... they would turn me on.” They already were. The thought of spit-roasting Millie had already got my cock stiff in my shorts. I swallowed hard. “But I feel like such a fool. Like Matthew played me. Like I was managing something I didn’t even understand. I don’t know how to even start getting my self-respect back, Millie.”

		Millie’s hand brushed mine, gentle but firm. “Self-respect? Do you see this as me disrespecting you? I don’t see it that way,” she said. “Jamie, I love you. I want you. You’re my husband, my soul-mate. My protector, my provider. I want to be your wife forever. I just want to have some fun, to break out of my traditional wife persona for once. I want to try a few new things in the bedroom. It's messy, yes, but it’s our mess.”

		There was a silence, easy but demanding at the same time.

		“Can we sleep on it?” I asked finally.

		“Of course. We don’t have to rush this,” she said after a moment. “We can find a compromise. A way forward that feels right for us.”

		I lifted my eyes to hers and felt something shift inside me. An acceptance of sorts. A calm, a peace, that hadn’t been there since watching Matthew fuck her this morning.

		“We’ll figure it out,” she promised. “Together.”

		Later, I stood outside the kids’ bedrooms, tracing the soft curve of their faces one by one. The importance of the night was lighter while I was with them, but it didn’t leave me. I went back to Millie, waiting for me in the bed we shared, undressed and slipped beneath the covers beside her. She lay curled next to me, her hair fanned softly across the pillow, her arm resting across my chest. Our talk had made things better, steadier, but I wouldn’t pretend everything was fixed with a few brave words and promises.

		I shifted under the blanket, restless. My mind kept circling to last night, the way she rode Matthew, her back arched, her fingers digging into his arms, her face a mask of pleasure. Another image of them, him on top of her, rutting in the middle of the night like I wasn’t even there, kept replaying behind my eyelids. I didn’t know if I could ever fully shake it.

		Millie felt my tension and traced her palm over my stomach, slow and thoughtful. Her hand dipped lower, found my cock, hard beneath the sheets. She gave me a soft, sly smile, voice low as she asked, “Are you thinking about last night?” Her fingers curled around me, slow and gentle.

		I nodded, letting out a shaky breath. “Yeah. I am.”

		She didn’t say anything. Instead, she sat up, eyes on mine all the while. She slid her pyjama bottoms down her legs, tossing them to the end of the bed, bare now from the waist down. Then she parted her thighs for me, settling back against the pillows and with her fingers, she opened herself up, her face tense, nervous.

		She showed me her pussy, the soft brown hair on her mound, her lips soft and wet beneath her fingers, her pinkness exposed, as if utterly unashamed. I couldn’t help but stare.

		“Yes,” she said, voice husky. “It’s had two other men inside it, three if you count Dean’s first couple of inches. It’s had other men’s cum in it, Jamie. But it’s still yours.”

		I looked at her, my heart racing. She moved her hand, fingers sliding over her clit, slow and teasing. The sight made my breath catch as she locked eyes with me, moving her hips just a little as she played, showing me everything.

		“Do you like this new version of me?” she whispered, voice trembling with excitement. “Do you like watching me touch myself, knowing what I’ve done? I’ve been a bad trad wife, Jamie.”

		I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. She smiled and slid her hand up and down her slit, drawing wetness over her clit and making herself gasp, eyes fluttering closed for just a moment.

		“Wank for me,” she told me, her tone steady. “I want to watch you play, too. Imagine me with another man, a new man, not Matthew. I need to see if it really turns you on.”

		I hesitated, then kicked the covers back, sliding down my shorts and wrapping my hand around my painfully stiff cock. The sight of Millie, splayed naked, rubbing her clit, already had me closer to the edge than I wanted to be. I stroked myself, letting the fantasies play in my head unchecked, the idea of her again with someone else, someone new, hearing the sound of her moan that way, seeing her squirt for another man.

		She watched me, biting her lower lip, fingers moving faster as I jerked off. “You want it,” she whispered. “Don’t you? You want me to be fucked, to see me take more men, to see me cum with someone again.”

		I groaned, unable to deny it, hips lifting as I stroked myself harder.

		She stopped suddenly and reached for me, pulling me closer. “Get on top,” she begged. “Reclaim me. Fuck me, Jamie. Show me that you own me.”

		The urgency in her voice left no room for protest. I crawled between her legs, lining myself up, sinking inside her with a shaky gasp. She was hot, gripping me tight, her breath spilling out in soft bursts as my body took over. She linked her legs around me, pulling me deeper, her nails digging into my back, every inch of her body welcoming me in, demanding more.

		Part of me braced, wondering if she’d feel different now, after being taken by Matthew so thoroughly. I pictured how deep he had gone, how his cock had distended her belly when he pinned her legs back, how the thickness of him had stretched her out so fully. He’d fucked her so hard it felt like he was trying to reshape her cunt, pushing into her deeper than I ever had. But the tight warmth of her pussy hadn’t altered. She felt the same as she always had. The only difference was in my mind, knowing how completely another man used this pussy, and how much that truth stirred me, even now.

		We moved together, slow at first, then faster, her hips lifting to meet every thrust, her arms clinging tight around my ass. I kissed her hard, and she kissed me back just as fiercely, her lips wet and open, teeth grazing my lower lip.

		I felt myself close in mere minutes, my balls tightening, her wetness ready for me, her pussy urging me to fill it with cum. She shuddered, body pulsing around me as I drove into her, harder and harder, until the orgasm tore through me, her name on my lips, every part of her giving me everything. That was the trigger for me, and I finished inside her, holding myself there until I was spent. We lay tangled in the sheets, covered in sweat, her hand stroking my hair, both of us breathing hard.

		She looked at me then, a warmth in her eyes I hadn’t seen in days. “I love you, Jamie.”

		I kissed her neck, whispering back, “I love you, Millie.” Then, we drifted off together, Millie wrapped in my arms, everything okay with the world… for a while.

		

	
		Day 12

		

	
		New Territory (Continued)

		Morning light sliced through the gap in the curtains, casting a glowing line on the sheets tangled around our bodies. Millie stirred beside me, lifting herself onto one elbow and smoothing hair back from her face, her eyes blinking away sleep. She smiled at me, her lips soft against mine, an unhurried kiss, lingering and affectionate, murmuring, “Good morning.”

		Without a word, she slid down the bed, her pyjama top sliding up to expose the curve of her bare back. She wrapped her fingers around my sleepy cock and then took it gently into her mouth, her lips and tongue coaxing me awake. Her rhythm was slow, patient, every motion deliberate, her eyes flicking up to meet mine. I groaned softly, feeling myself harden under her attention.

		I grew hard in her mouth, and when she was satisfied, she climbed back atop me, knees braced on either side of my hips, guiding me inside her. She stripped off the top and took my hands, placing them on her tits, then fucked me with purpose, her body rolling, her hands planted on my chest as she rode me the same way I’d watched her ride Matthew, unrestrained, hips grinding, back straight, face flushed with pleasure. I watched her, drinking in the sight of her naked above me, loving every facet of this new Millie.

		It took longer this time, the slow ebb of sleep delaying my climax, but when I came, it was powerful, my cock spurting inside her, my body shuddering as Millie milked every last pulse.

		She didn’t stop. Instead, she reached down, fingers circling her clit, eyes squeezed shut as she sought out her own finish. I lay beneath her, still in her, watching as her body tensed and stilled, her orgasm rolling through her with long tremors. When she finally relaxed, her muscles loosened around me, my softening cock slipping free with a gentle wet sound, her body easing out my seed as she sighed in satisfaction.

		I felt better than I had in days as we lay tangled together, skin on skin, letting the afterglow soak in. The doubts hadn’t vanished, but something in me felt steadier, a handhold on the cliff face I’d been about to fall from. Millie curled against me, and for the first time in what felt like forever, I didn’t worry about the future in the same suffocating way.

		Soon enough, the morning forced us out of bed. The kids woke and tumbled into our room, climbing over us with the easy affection of small children, oblivious to their parents’ hidden dramas. We got up and worked through our usual Sunday morning routine: breakfast, clearing clutter, folding laundry, settling tiny squabbles over toys. The normality of it reassured everything that was unsettled inside me, and I found myself grateful for every one of Ethan’s random questions I had to answer, every crumb and spill of Grace’s that I had to wipe up.

		While I looked after the kids, Millie did what she had to do, walking absently around the house, phone in hand as she made a couple of necessary calls. She spoke to Andie first, pacing the kitchen, her voice quiet but earnest. I heard the apology in her tone, remorseful, determined, talking about what had happened between us yesterday, after she left, but insisting we were working through it. Now and then, she wiped at her eyes, but she smiled at the end of the call, a spark of relief that I hadn’t seen in days.

		She chatted with Kate next, the familiar lilt of her laughter creeping back. I fixed coffee for us, listening closely, heart thumping with a nervousness I couldn’t quite control. When Millie said, “We’re okay, actually. Jamie and I talked and... well, we had sex last night… and again this morning. I think we’re going to be alright.” I felt a massive surge of relief. Nothing in their conversation indicated that Kate had revealed what had happened between her and me. She’d kept her promise; what we’d done, whatever we were now, stayed a secret for now, another thing to be grateful for.

		Then Millie brought up Sophia as she finished the coffee I’d made and placed the empty cup in the sink. “We should call her,” she said. “We can’t ignore her. It’ll just hang over us all day, and you’ll have no idea what you’re walking into at work tomorrow. Let’s just deal with it. Get it out of the way.”

		I picked up my phone, found Sophia’s number in my messages, and pressed Call, bracing myself for whatever was waiting on the other end. Millie stood close, eyes fixed on my face, ready to face it with me, whatever it was.

		The kids charged from room to room, giggles echoing around us as I put the phone on speaker. Sophia answered quickly, her voice low and steady and surprisingly informal.

		“I’m really grateful you called,” she began, sounding distracted by her own thoughts. “Listen, I…I hope you’re both okay. Matthew has now filled me in on everything that’s taken place, and I just want to check you haven’t been hurt, caught up by another of his games.”

		Millie glanced at me, then answered, tone calm, polite. “No, we’re fine, honestly. We were just… exploring our marriage, with Matthew’s help. He told us that you’re separated. He described you as his ex-wife, so I hope we didn’t cause any trouble. For Jamie’s sake, it’s important that we haven’t. He has to face Matthew at work tomorrow, and…” Her voice trailed off, leaving the risk hanging there.

		Sophia sighed. “I understand. I really do. And I’m sorry about how last night ended up. I know it wasn’t how things were supposed to go. I hope it wasn’t too…awkward for either of you, me turning up like that.”

		“No, really, it’s alright,” Millie said. “We’re okay. Honestly. But… what is it you wanted to talk about? Jamie and I are a little confused as to why you’re so desperate to get in touch.”

		Sophia hesitated, the sound of her breathing close against the phone. “It’s something I can’t say over the phone. It needs to be done face-to-face. The salesroom is closed today for cleaning and maintenance, so it’ll be private. Could you meet me there in about an hour? I know it’s short notice. If you can find someone to watch the kids… I’d really appreciate it. It is important. I wouldn’t even ask if it wasn’t.”

		Millie’s eyes flared with curiosity and a fresh edge of worry. “I’m sure we can sort something. Is there anything we should know ahead of time?”

		Sophia’s voice softened to almost a whisper. “Just that I think it will help you both if you give me the chance to explain a few things. I’ll explain everything in person.”

		I nodded at Millie, who squeezed my hand. “Okay. We’ll see you soon, Sophia.”

		As the call ended, the kids shrieked in the next room, oblivious to the call. Millie and I exchanged a glance, both silently wondering about Sophia’s role in everything, if she wanted to be involved in whatever was next in our sexual journey. The idea unsettled me, but I pushed it aside, needing to tell Millie something I’d completely forgotten about.

		“I sent Matthew a text yesterday,” I said quietly, keeping my voice low as Ethan chased his football across the room, through one door and out the other. “I told him I wanted to stop all this. And to my surprise, he agreed.”

		She nodded slowly, but there was a flicker of sadness in her eyes. “He hasn’t messaged me since,” she confessed. “I thought that was odd, so maybe that explains it... I didn’t message him. It didn’t feel right for me to reach out while we were trying to fix us.”

		Millie called Andie, asking her awkwardly if she’d mind babysitting again for an hour or two. She explained it was important; to do with my job, and shortly afterwards, Andie appeared at the door, stepping inside with a warm smile and her usual no-nonsense energy. Any tension that remained between the sisters softened as Millie crossed the room, pulling Andie into a tight hug. The apology lingered in the air between them, unspoken but understood, and the embrace said more than words ever could.

		“We’ll talk about Matthew,” Millie promised quietly, “About everything, about Jamie and me, about us. Not now, but soon. After this meeting, maybe.”

		“Whenever you’re ready,” Andie smiled.

		Millie turned away, then hesitated, turning back. “Screw it. There’s something you need to know. At the hotel last night, a woman showed up unannounced. Matthew got rid of her, but it turns out she’s his ex-wife. Or perhaps still his wife, but separated.”

		Andie’s eyes widened in surprise. “Wait… Matthew has a wife? And she turned up… Did she know what was happening?”

		Millie nodded, swallowing the lump in her throat. “Yes. It was awkward as hell. Anyway, Sophia texted, asking to talk, then asked to meet us. She said it’s important. That’s why we have to go to the salesroom today.”

		The shock gave way to curiosity, Andie leaned in closer. “It sounds like there’s a lot more going on here than Matthew has told you.”

		Millie gave a small, tired smile. “There must be. Anyway, seeing as you slept with him, you’re a part of this, too. I wanted you to know before we meet her.”

		We gathered our things shortly after, the kids in safe hands with Andie. The drive to the salesroom was quiet but filled with anticipation. Whatever Sophia had to say, it likely wasn’t going to be anything good, but we had to go through with it.

		The salesroom was quiet when we arrived, closed, but no cleaners or maintenance men around. I’d brought my key, and as Millie and I stepped inside, there wasn’t any scent of polish or fresh paint either. Near the Ferrari that Millie had posed naked over, Sophia emerged from the shadows. Her blonde hair was perfectly styled in soft waves that framed a striking face, older than us by several years, but with an ageless beauty that could belong to a magazine model.

		She wore an impeccably tailored dress that hugged her busty, flawless figure like a second skin. Her makeup was subtle but exactly right, accentuating brilliant blue eyes that held a steady, commanding gaze. She carried herself with the ease and certainty of someone used to getting what she wanted, every movement graceful and in control. She might look like a trophy wife, but she had too much gravitas ever to be that.

		Sophia smiled gently and extended her perfectly manicured hand. “Good to see you both again,” she said, her voice calm and confident, polite but unmistakably authoritative. “Matthew is here, but I asked him to wait in the office until I’d spoken with you. Just the three of us, no distractions,”

		“Well, you have our attention,” I said with a nervous smile. Millie nodded, and I glanced at her, then back at Sophia. She took a breath and continued.

		“First of all, Matthew and I are not separated,” she said firmly. “We’re still married. We have an open relationship, a slightly one-sided open relationship, and he never asked me permission before getting involved with you. This isn’t the first time he’s done this, and to say I’m very angry with him would be an understatement.”

		I exchanged another look with Millie. They were still married and together? “Wait,” I said, before Sophia could continue. “Matthew told me that you had an affair — with the gardener — and you ended up running away with him, for want of a better expression.”

		She flipped her hand slightly, as if flicking away Matthew’s story. “Marco, that gardener he told you about? He’s one of my regular boyfriends now. I split my time between here and Italy; I run my main business in Milan, and he lives in my apartment there. I’m there for three to six months a year.”

		“I…” Millie’s eyes widened. “Sophia, we had no idea…”

		“I know.” Sophia's gaze sharpened. “I was supposed to come home next week, but I came back early because I sensed he was up to his old tricks again.” She paused, as if weighing her next words carefully, then added, “I want you to know I think very highly of both of you. I’ve done my research. Jamie, your work record speaks for itself. Matthew says you’re excellent at your job. Millie, your trad wife social media business is impressive. I admire you for building up the following that you have, even if your actions with Matthew have me doubting as to the integrity of this… Demure persona you’ve created.”

		Millie started to speak again, but Sophia raised a hand, silencing her. There was a softness to her voice then, a different energy. “I have a proposal for you. Something that I think could work very well for all of us, but it needs all of us on the same page.”

		She turned and led us past the Ferrari to Matthew’s office, stopping a few yards away. The lights were switched off inside, so I couldn’t see the desk or the sofa where Lewis had fucked Millie a couple of nights ago. Where was Matthew?

		As if reading my mind, Sophia stepped between the office and me, breaking my line of sight. “Matthew won’t be at this showroom for an extended period of time,” she said plainly, no beating around the bush. “His behaviour left me no choice.” Her gaze locked onto me. “Jamie, you’re in charge now. Manage things while he’s gone. If you prove yourself worthy, this could be permanent.”

		“What?” I wasn’t ready for this. He’d said he was going away, but… permanently?

		Sophie’s voice held an undeniable authority as she continued. “You should know the truth, Jamie. I own this showroom and the other in the Darbold business. Not Matthew. He married me when he was broke, just a charming kid with promise. And yes,” she added with a thin smile, “I made sure he understood his place. He took my surname when we married, not the other way around.”

		She moved on, Millie and I following behind, opening the office door and ushering us inside and then flicking the light switch.

		To our shock. Matthew was standing there, in the corner, and for a moment, I barely recognised him. Gone was the confident man I remembered, the intimidating boss. Instead, he wore sheer black women’s lingerie that clung tightly to his toned frame, lace crossing his chest, the bra cups standing proud but empty, the delicate straps tight over his shoulders. His legs were sheathed in thin stockings held in place by a garter belt, and he was standing precariously in a pair of black high heels. A pair of black crotchless panties sat upon his hips, and most striking of all was the shining metal cage that sheathed his penis, securely fastened with a tiny padlock.

		He moved forward with a quiet, tentative grace, hands occasionally trembling at his sides, clearly both embarrassed and yet somehow oddly alive in this bizarre attire. The contrast between the man I knew and the one now before me was staggering.

		Sophia’s voice cut through the tension, sharp and commanding. “Matthew, apologise to Jamie. Now.”

		Matthew’s shoulders hunched as he stepped forward, voice trembling but sincere. “Jamie, I… I’m sorry. For everything. For using you, for crossing lines. I never intended to hurt anyone. Especially not Millie. Please forgive me.”

		I stared at him, stunned by the sight, the man who’d threatened my marriage reduced to this humiliated, obedient sissy. Millie, watching beside me, couldn’t hide a soft smile, her eyes bright with a quiet amusement at how the power had shifted.

		“And me?” my wife asked. “Are you going to say sorry to me?”

		“I’m sorry, Millie,” he said, his bottom lip trembling. “I’ve been a naughty boy.”

		Millie stifled a giggle, and Sophia glanced toward her, shaking her head, her tone steady. “I have to chastise him because it’s what he needs. This dynamic — me in control, him accepting his place — is how things operate between us at home. It’s all consensual, I assure you. Believe it or not, he gets off on it. I swear he misbehaves just so I have to do this. He becomes more submissive every time, don’t you, bitch?”

		Matthew nodded, and my jaw tightened, caught between disbelief and a strange fascination. Millie let out another soft laugh, the irony not lost on her.

		Sophia’s voice sliced through the silence again. “I expect loyalty from all my men. I expect honesty. Jamie, this is your chance. Don’t waste it.”

		“I won’t,” I promised. Millie looked at me, pride in her brown eyes. That look meant everything to me.

		“Our relationship is built around this balance of loyalty and honesty.” Sophia walked around Matthew, eyeing him up and down. “At home, I choose what I want, who I want. He has to ask permission for what and who he wants.”

		Sophia was completely in charge, I began to understand now, even as she continued to explain.

		She turned to look at me with a calculating glance. “So you have to understand that he needs to be strong, manly, and in control when he’s outside the house. That… escape… helps him maintain his sense of self.”

		She took a step closer to Matthew. “Tell Jamie what you’ve just heard. Confirm it.”

		Matthew’s cheeks burned brighter. His voice was a rough whisper but steady. “Yes, Mistress. At home, I ask permission. I am a bitch. I obey. Outside, I am strong and capable.”

		He cast a quick glance my way, his humiliation clear but accompanied by a strange flicker of pride and submission.

		Sophia’s expression flickered with a mix of amusement and something sharper as she nodded toward Matthew. “He might have a big cock,” she said lightly, “But that’s more of a curse than a blessing when you’re locked in a cage.”

		Matthew shifted uncomfortably, cheeks colouring deeper. “It… it hurts when I get hard,” he admitted quietly.

		Sophia turned sharply, grabbing Matthew’s arm and guiding him forward. Without hesitation, she bent him over the desk, fingers rifling through the drawer until she pulled out a wooden paddle, polished and smooth but clearly old and well-used.

		“It’s time for a reminder,” she said smoothly, her voice low and commanding as she delivered a firm smack against his backside. It reddened instantly, a square mark left behind. Matthew flinched but remained still, his submission clear.

		As she went to repeat the punishment, her eyes caught something nestled in the drawer, and she reached in and fished it out. A gold wedding band. She held it up with a slight smile. “Ah, your wedding ring. That’s where you hid it.”

		I realised that the glimmer I’d seen the other night was his wedding ring, but I didn’t have time to ponder on it because she smacked his ass again, making him cry out a stifled yelp.

		She glanced toward Jamie and Millie with a knowing smile. “Anyone want a go?” she asked playfully. “You both deserve to? He likes it nice and hard, don’t you, Matty?”

		Matthew nodded, his eyes watering. I could see his dick stiffening, filling the cage. I should have felt sorry for him, but I didn’t. This was no less than he deserved.

		“No?” Sophia’s gaze flitted between us. “Fair enough. It’s not everyone’s cup of tea. If it makes you feel any better, know that I gave him a thorough pegging last night as part of his punishment. He needs constant reminders of his place and a good ass-fucking does just the job.”

		Matthew’s face burned even redder, and Sophia gave him one final smack with the paddle, then sat on the desk next to him and turned to me, a triumphant look in her bold, blue eyes.

		“So, do we have a deal, Jamie?” she purred, stroking Matthew’s hair as she would a pet dog. “Will I see you here in the office tomorrow, ready to go through your new duties?”
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		Home and Heart

		A Blog By @DemureMillieGrace

		How do you really know if your marriage is good? Solid? Worthy of all the effort it takes? I think it’s when it’s been tested — really tested — and not broken.

		My marriage to Mr. Heart has been through its share of ups and downs. We argue about everything from politics to holiday plans. We disagree about work, about who does what at home. No one’s relationship is perfect.

		But lately, we faced a challenge that felt bigger than anything before. It wasn’t easy. It tested us both in ways I never expected. And yet, here we are, still standing, still choosing each other.

		For that, I’m grateful. More than ever, I’m in love with the man who holds my heart — and with our darling Sweetpea and Sunbeam, who make all of this worth it. This test has reminded me what matters, and how strong love can be when it’s real.

		Yours in problems and resolutions,

		Millie Grace

		

	
		Day 13

		

	
		Chapter eight

		

		Breaking Tradition

		Istood behind the main showroom reception, fingers drumming absently against the cool wooden worktop, enjoying the quiet for a moment. It was Monday, and the usual buzz of customers and staff would soon start once we opened. Matthew wasn’t here, not that I’d really expected him to be, so I had a little time to think while I waited for Sophia to get here.

		I ran through the events of last night again, Millie’s catch-up with Andie after we’d got home from the meeting. The sisters had opened up to each other, each telling everything that had happened between them and Matthew. Millie didn’t hold back, describing how good his bigger penis had felt and how hard she’d cum, even mentioning that she squirted with him. Andie reciprocated, agreeing on the size of his dick feeling amazing — comparable to Shaun’s — and giving us a blow-by-blow account of her own sex with Matthew, including positions, how long it lasted, and where he came.

		The entire conversation left Millie incredibly horny. I don’t know whether it was from sharing all the dirty details of her night of sex with Matthew, or hearing how he’d fucked Andie — or even if it was from the bizarre sissification of my boss that we’d witness — but whichever it was, there was a vibe from her that started as a twinkle in her eyes, and ended up as her riding me energetically in bed again after Andie had gone and the kids were asleep. Afterwards, we’d cuddled in bed and I’d never felt so close to her, or so certain that despite everything, we’d find a way through.

		The buzzer of the front door opening caught my attention. Sophia was here, looking every bit the power-dressing lady boss that she had yesterday. She was wearing a bright red blouse and pencil skirt combo, with a black leather belt accentuating her narrow waist. Her blonde hair was beautifully styled in an elegant bun, showing off the graceful lines of her neck. She smiled at me as she approached, greeting me with a, ‘Good morning, sir.” Was this really happening? I was half-prepared for Matthew to walk in behind her, to wave it all off as an elaborate joke. But Matthew didn’t appear. It wasn’t a game.

		Sophia beckoned me to follow, curling a manicured finger and leading me into Matthew’s office — my office now — her vivid blue eyes steady and unreadable. As the door closed behind me, she reached into a folder that was already on the desk and pulled out a contract. “I prepared this last night,” she said, voice calm but edged with something that made it clear this wasn’t negotiable. “Sign it and it’s official. You’re in charge of the showroom.”

		I raised an eyebrow, running a hand through my hair nervously while scanning through it. It looked like a standard employment contract. I looked back at Sophia, who was watching me with an amused half-smile. “Is there anything in the small print I should know about? Like me becoming your slave or something?”

		Her lips curved wider, more amusement than offence. “You’ll find out soon enough.” Then she turned away, pulled down the blinds on the glass wall that separated the office from the main showroom floor.

		Without breaking eye contact, she unbuttoned her blouse all the way down, tugging it free of the belt, letting it fall open to reveal the soft swell of her breasts, full and smooth, above a matching red bra thin enough to show the dark pink discs of her nipples. The tension in the room heightened as she hiked her skirt up, no panties to be seen beneath the sharp cut of fabric. Her pussy was waxed smooth, the fold of her pussy on show as she leaned back against the desk. “So,” she said softly, “Do you want to fuck me now or later?”

		I swallowed, heart pounding behind a mix of nerves and attraction. “I’d love to,” I admitted, “But I’m married, Sophia.”

		That didn’t seem to bother her. She leaned forward, voice dropping to a near whisper. “Then maybe just… something else instead.” She parted her legs invitingly, letting me see her pretty pussy in all its glory. “Lick me. Get me off if you want the job.”

		Shit. Should I do this? Could I do this? “Sophia… I’m not sure. I—”

		“Don’t you want to get even with Matthew?” The blonde didn’t move, didn’t cover up. She just sat there, perched on the edge of the desk, waiting. “I know what happened in here. That Lewis fucked your beautiful wife right here, where I’m sitting. All brought about by my husband’s machinations. I know everything, how he fucked her in the hotel numerous times. How she gushed all over his cock. If you don’t fuck me now, you know you’ll fuck me later. I always get what I want, Jamie.”

		“Fine. I’ll lick you,” I said hurriedly, my cheeks on fire for some reason. I knelt between her feet as she parted them to make room. I leaned in and pressed my tongue against her pussy, tasting her wetness, musky and sweet. Her breath caught with a moan softer than I expected, and she came faster than I thought she would, within just a few minutes of my mouth working her clit.

		She straightened, pushing down her skirt with a contented sigh, and handed me a pen from the tub on the corner of the desk. “Sign on the dotted line,” she ordered. “Now.”

		The contract awaited on the desk, and I took one more look through it, then glanced at the door, still wondering if this was real or not, if Matthew was going to step through and tell me he’d videoed it all and was going to use it against me.

		But it was real. I signed my signature with a shaking hand, and after it was done, Sophia smiled again, this time genuine, reaching her eyes. “Good. Now we’ll spend some time getting to know each other more, and I’ll walk you through your… other management duties.”

		She crossed the room to the window and raised the blinds again, flooding us with the bright light of the showroom. The first few members of staff were arriving, the working week was about to start.

		I cleared my throat, heart still racing, trying to push down the mix of adrenaline and confusion. Sophia wasn’t just a businesswoman or some untouchable figure above me. She was a force, one I was going to have to reckon with.

		She gestured toward the door. “Let’s walk around the sales floor, and you can tell me about any ideas you might have. Then I’ll go through what you need to know.”

		The next hour passed in a blur of my ideas, some of which Sophia liked, some of which she didn’t. She threw accounts and schedules at me, necessary quotas, and profit expectations. Sophia laid out the plan for the showroom, the staff, and what she expected from me. It was clear I had responsibility now, real authority. I understood that if I screwed this up, there wouldn’t be a second chance. This was my shot, and I had to take it. It might just include some special private meetings between Sophia and I — when she was in the country — but she’d respect my boundaries, she promised. However, I got the strong sense that she was pretty confident that by the time she’d finished with me, I wouldn’t have any.

		When the meeting finally ended, she left me in the office alone, giving me a moment to breathe in the strange new air of power and possibility. The showroom, once an intimidating place where I often felt like I was playing catch-up to Lewis and a pawn of Matthew’s, now felt like somewhere I belonged — a stage where I would prove myself not just to Sophia, but to myself.

		

		Day 15/ Wednesday

		

		A couple of days later, I’d settled nicely into the role, and when I returned home, I was met with a fantastic surprise. Millie had arranged a small party, a celebration of my promotion, and secretly, a welcome back to normality. The first to greet me was my best friend — still my best friend, despite what had happened — Dean.

		“Well done, Jamie,” he congratulated me with a firm pat on the back. “Isn’t this great? All of us together, for you?”

		I nodded that it was, saying hello to Sarah, who was there too, joining us from the kitchen with two bottles of beer in one hand, which she passed to us, and a glass of wine for herself. She wished me success in the new job, eyeing me with a look over the rim of her glass which suggested she hadn’t given up on her hopes of getting me and Millie into bed.

		Zack and Ollie leaned against the kitchen counter as I walked in, talking quietly between themselves. They both had their eyes on Millie’s backside in her tight jeans, as she bent over to take a tray full of cakes out of the oven, but looked up and grinned at me when I got close. Another round of ‘Congrats, Jamie’ followed from my two pool teammates, along with the clinking of beer bottles.

		Kate and her apparently-nothing-serious boyfriend Ryan helped Mille turn out the hot sweets onto a series of platters, then distributed them around the room to the assembled guests. Kate occasionally glanced toward me with a look and a secret smile that acknowledged the passionate fuck we’d shared together at the weekend. The one she’d used as a way of getting me to go back to Millie.

		Andie and Shaun tried to keep the kids entertained, to no avail. Ethan and Grace were relishing the house being so full of people that they loved, bouncing from guest to guest, demanding playtime, hugs and cuddles.

		The party was innocent, mostly; no one spoke of the things we’d all done or the photographs or videos we’d shared. It was almost as if Matthew had never existed. As if Millie’s breast had never slipped out of her dress on that infamous TikTok video.

		Once the food was out and the drinks were flowing, Millie joined me and never left my side. She spent the entire evening with her arm looped through mine, the chemistry between us restored back to what it had always been before the Ten Day plan, our love for each other clear and unmistakable, the camaraderie between us, and between our friends, natural and genuine.

		The night wore on, the party winding down as everyone slowly said their goodbyes, until it was just Millie and me. The house seemed suddenly quiet, too quiet, once Dean — always the last to leave any party — and Sarah headed out. The kids were already tucked into bed, their bedtime stories sending them almost instantly to sleep. The excitement of the party had worn them out.

		Then, a soft knock came at the door.

		“I’ll get it,” I sighed, because we’d just got changed for bed and settled on the sofa to relax for a couple of hours before bed. Millie nodded. She looked absolutely gorgeous in her soft cotton pyjamas, a matching set in pale blue with tiny white stars scattered across the fabric. The shorts showed off her long, toned legs, and the loose-fitting top hung perfectly on her curves, the fabric soft enough that I could see the outline of her braless breasts beneath.

		I headed to the door, expecting it to be Dean because he’d forgotten something, or Kate, wanting to double-check for the one-hundredth time that we were okay.

		But it wasn’t either of them. It wasn’t anyone who had been at the party.

		“Hello, stranger,” said Mina in her slightly Korean-accented voice, standing on our doorstep, looking every bit the edgy rock chick. Her black hair was tousled in that deliberately messy way, framing her pretty face and those dark, expressive eyes. She wore ripped black jeans that hugged her slim legs, paired with a vintage band T-shirt partially hidden beneath her signature black denim jacket. Leather wristbands adorned both wrists, and I caught a glimpse of the small silver hoops in her ears, catching the porch light.

		“Mina?” I frowned. “What are you doing here? How do you even know where I—”

		“It’s okay,” Millie said, over my shoulder. I turned to look at my wife, smiling at the woman standing outside the door. They knew each other. I could see it in the way Millie’s eyes twinkled as her gaze switched from the barmaid back to me and then back again, the small, secret smile they shared.

		Millie swept past me, ushering our new guest in and closing the door behind her. She turned to me, her voice calm but with a hint of something playful. “Kate told me about you two, the kiss — and whatever else it was — that you almost shared, at the pub.” She raised an eyebrow. “Don’t bother apologising. It’s alright.”

		I opened my mouth, ready to say something, but Millie cut me off before I could get a word out. “I went to the pub on Monday, while you were diving headfirst into your new job.” She shook her head, amused, her long, brunette hair swishing around her shoulders. “I had a long chat with Mina. She told me everything.”

		I was speechless. I smiled lamely and then pointed to the kitchen. “Would you like a drink, Mina?”

		“Yes, please,” the pretty barmaid grinned. “A beer would be great. It will make a nice change for you to serve me a drink for once.”

		I fetched a beer from the fridge and returned to find the two women sitting next to each other on the sofa. What the fuck was going on here?

		Millie’s next words made my stomach tighten with anticipation. “So, Jamie. I know we’ve been back on the straight and narrow marriage path since Saturday. But that doesn’t mean I’ve changed my mind about what we discussed. In fact, I’ve been thinking an awful lot about that double penetration idea. You know, with you, me, and someone else. Maybe that black guy we talked about.”

		Mina stepped forward, a sly grin on her lips, and reached into her bag. She pulled out a large, realistic-looking, black strap-on dildo.

		I blinked, heart racing. “What the hell is that?”

		“It’s a strap-on,” Millie said, taking it from Mina and turning it over and over in her hands. “Mina is quite an expert at using them, or so she says.”

		“I am,” Mina confirmed. “I have quite the collection. Some of them, including that one, are so realistic, they’re almost indistinguishable from the real thing.”

		Millie put the big toy to her mouth and gently licked the tip, her eyes focused on me the whole time, before the two women broke out into laughter, presumably at the shocked expression I wore.

		“Is this for real?” I asked, looking at each of them in turn. “Or some sort of joke?”

		Mina’s laughter was quiet but full of promise, her dark eyes glittering with excitement. “It’s very real, Jamie. Millie organised this for you. And for her. She’s curious about being with a woman.”

		“Wait…” I looked at Millie for confirmation, and my wife nodded, the corners of her mouth still twitching from the earlier laughter. “Am I dreaming?”

		“No, you’re not dreaming, Jamie,” Millie giggled. “Come on, stop wasting time and get your ass upstairs.”

		The stairs creaked softly beneath our feet as we headed up. The only other sound was my breathing, heavy with anticipation and nervousness. Millie led the way, her newfound confidence radiating from her with every step, but I caught something else in the subtle tension of her shoulders, the way her hand gripped the bannister just a little too tightly. Mina followed close behind her with that knowing smirk still lingering. I brought up the rear, caught somewhere between disbelief and desire, every nerve ending firing all at once, my skin prickling with excitement.

		Once inside the bedroom, Millie wasted no time, stepping past me and closing the door as if preventing me from escaping. But I wasn't going anywhere. This was something I'd never dreamt would happen, something that I didn't even know I wanted to happen. Until now.

		For a moment, though, Millie just stood there, her back against the closed door, her breasts rising and falling with slightly quickened breaths. The confident mask she'd worn downstairs seemed to slip just a fraction, and I caught a glimpse of something vulnerable in her eyes, a flicker of uncertainty that made my heart ache with love for her.

		"Millie?" I said softly, stepping closer. "Are you really okay with this?"

		She let out a small, nervous laugh, running her hands through her hair. "I'm... God, Jamie, I'm actually terrified," she admitted quietly. "I mean, I've been thinking about this, fantasising about it, talking myself into it the past couple of days. But now that we're here, now that it's actually happening..." She trailed off, her gaze darting between Mina and me.

		Mina, perched on the edge of our bed with the strap-on still in her hands, gave Millie an understanding smile. "It's completely normal to be nervous," she said gently, her earlier playfulness replaced by genuine warmth. "We don't have to do anything you're not ready for."

		Millie shook her head quickly. "No, I want this. I do. It's just..." She looked directly at me, her eyes searching mine. "What if I can't go through with it? What if I freeze up? What if it's weird and awkward and ruins everything?" The words tumbled out in a rush, all her fears spilling over despite her earlier bravado.

		But before I could reply further, Mina was suddenly there, her dark eyes soft with understanding. Without a word, she reached up and cupped Millie's face gently in her hands, drawing her into a slow, lingering kiss. It wasn't rushed or demanding—it was gentle, exploratory, like a question being asked with lips instead of words.

		When they finally broke apart, Millie's eyes remained closed for a moment longer, her breath coming in small, shaky gasps. When she opened them, the fear and uncertainty I'd seen there moments before had been replaced by something else entirely: desire, wonder, and a kind of quiet amazement. Her lips were slightly parted, still glistening from the kiss, and she looked at Mina with an expression I'd never seen on her face before.

		"Oh," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Oh, wow."

		I found myself frozen by the side of the bed, mesmerised by what was unfolding before me. This felt surreal, like I was watching something from a dream, yet every detail was vivid and immediate.

		"Just relax," Mina whispered to Millie, her voice soft and reassuring. "Let me take care of you."

		With gentle, patient movements, Mina began to undress my wife. First, the soft cotton top, lifting it slowly over Millie's head, revealing her beautiful breasts, perfectly proportioned to her slender frame, her pale pink nipples visibly stiffening as soon as they were exposed. I watched as Mina's eyes lingered appreciatively on them. Millie's breathing quickened, but she didn't resist, her eyes locked on Mina's face with a mixture of nervousness and growing desire.

		The pyjama bottoms came next, sliding down Millie's long legs to pool at her feet. She sat there completely naked, her natural beauty on full display, the tidy triangle of dark brown hair covering her pussy, neatly trimmed in the way she'd always kept it for me. I'd seen my wife naked countless times, but there was something electric about watching another woman drink in every detail of her body with such obvious lust.

		Mina's eyes never left Millie's, as if I wasn't even in the room. "Your turn to watch," she said softly to my wife, beginning to undress herself with deliberate slowness.

		As Mina's vintage T-shirt came off, and the black bra beneath, I was surprised by what was revealed. Her tits were bigger than I'd expected, full and firm, topped with dark brown nipples, one of which sported a silver bar piercing. When she peeled off her ripped jeans, I took in the rounded fullness of her ass, the way her hips curved inward to her narrow waist, and as she shimmied out of her black panties, the slim, carefully trimmed strip of dark hair that drew the eye down to her pussy slit.

		But it was Millie's reaction that captivated me most. My wife's lips parted slightly as she took in every detail of Mina's nakedness, her pupils dilating with obvious arousal as she looked the barmaid up and down. I could see her chest rising and falling more rapidly now, her nipples hardening further as desire began to overtake nervousness. My cock was already straining against my pants, and I hadn't even begun to be involved yet.

		Mina reached for the strap-on she'd brought, holding it up for both of us to see. It was incredibly realistic, thick black rubber with every detail meticulously crafted. The head was perfectly formed, with that distinctive ridge, and raised veins ran along the shaft, making it look almost indistinguishable from the real thing. It had to be at least eight inches long and impressively thick.

		"This is going to look so good on me," Mina said with a wicked smile as she stepped into the harness, fastening the straps around her hips and between her legs. The black dildo jutted out from her body threateningly.

		"Come here, beautiful," Mina commanded softly, gesturing to Millie. "I want to feel those pretty lips around my cock."

		My wife's eyes went wide, but she moved forward without hesitation. The sight of Millie kneeling before Mina, looking up at her with those innocent brown eyes while that massive black dildo hovered near her face, made my own cock throb painfully against my pants.

		"Open your mouth," Mina instructed, her hand tangling in Millie's hair.

		Millie parted her lips, and Mina guided the head of the dildo past them. I watched, transfixed, as my wife began to suck the realistic cock, slowly taking more of it into her mouth. The submissive way she looked up at Mina, the eagerness with which she took directions, was a side of my wife I'd never seen before, and it was incredibly fucking hot.

		"That's it, good girl," Mina praised, pushing the dildo deeper. "Take more of it."

		Millie gagged slightly as Mina forced it further down her throat, but she didn't pull away. If anything, she seemed to relish the control Mina was exerting over her. The sound of her gagging, the way her eyes watered, only seemed to turn Mina on more.

		"You like that, don't you?" Mina asked with obvious pleasure. "You like being told what to do."

		After several minutes of watching my wife worship Mina's strap-on, Mina pulled it from her mouth and guided Millie onto the bed.

		"Lie back and spread your legs," Mina ordered, and Millie complied immediately.

		Mina's hands roamed over Millie's naked body, caressing her breasts, pinching her nipples until Millie moaned softly. Then her fingers trailed lower, finding Millie's pussy and parting her small lips carefully.

		"So fucking wet already," Mina murmured appreciatively as she slipped two fingers inside my wife. Millie's back arched off the bed, a gasp escaping her lips.

		I watched as Mina fingered my wife expertly, her thumb circling Millie's clit while her fingers worked in and out. Millie's moans grew louder, her hips bucking against Mina's hand.

		Then Mina lowered her head between Millie's thighs, and I got the most incredible view of another woman eating my wife's pussy. Mina's tongue worked Millie's clit while her fingers continued their relentless rhythm. Millie was writhing on the bed now, her hands gripping the sheets, clearly on the edge of orgasm.

		But just as Millie was about to come, Mina stopped and pulled away.

		"Not yet," she said with a teasing smile. "I want Jamie to join us first."

		Millie looked over at me, her face flushed with arousal, her pussy glistening with Mina's saliva. "Jamie," she panted. "Get undressed and get on this bed. Now."

		I found myself fumbling with my clothes, suddenly shy despite everything that had already happened. My hands shook slightly as I pulled off my shirt, then hesitated at my belt. Both women were watching me now, and the intensity of their gaze made my skin flush with heat.

		"Don't be shy, Jamie," Mina said with an encouraging smile. "You’ve known me a long time. We’re friends. And you’ve seen me naked now, so…"

		I stripped off the rest of my clothes, my hard cock springing free as I kicked away my boxers. I was already rock-hard from watching them together, precum glistening at the tip.

		"Mmm, very nice," Mina purred, her eyes roaming appreciatively over my naked body, lingering on my erection. "Millie's a lucky woman."

		My cock twitched at her praise, and I felt another surge of arousal at being so openly admired.

		"Get on top of Millie," Mina commanded, her voice taking on that authoritative tone again. "I want to watch you fuck your wife."

		I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself over Millie. She looked up at me with such desire in her eyes, her lips still wet from kissing Mina, her body flushed with arousal.

		"Fuck me, Jamie," she whispered. "I need you inside me."

		I positioned myself at her entrance, sliding into her wet heat with a groan of pleasure. She was absolutely soaking, wetter than I’d ever felt her. Mina’s fingers and tongue had her pussy dripping.

		"That's it," Mina said, lying down beside us to get a better view. "Fuck her good."

		I had to concentrate hard not to cum immediately. Knowing another woman was watching us, feeling how incredibly wet and ready Millie was, was almost too much to handle. I forced myself to go slow and not blow my load too early.

		Mina moved closer, and suddenly she was kissing Millie while I thrust into her. I watched my wife's face as she kissed another woman, her eyes closed in bliss, soft moans escaping between their lips. The intimacy of it, the raw sexuality, made me thrust harder.

		"I got her nice and wet for you," Mina murmured against Millie's lips. "Does she feel good?”

		"Yes," I groaned, fighting to maintain control. "Fuck, yes."

		Just as I was finding my rhythm, getting lost in the sensation of making love to my wife while another woman kissed her, Mina pulled back, sitting and easing me away with both hands.

		"My turn," she announced, moving to kneel between Millie's spread thighs.

		My cock reluctantly slid from Millie, aching with need, and I moved to lie beside her instead, swapping places with Mina. The Korean barmaid gripped the base of her strap-on, positioning the thick black head at Millie's entrance.

		"Are you ready, Millie?" Mina said, waiting for my wife to nod. Then she looked directly at me. "Jamie, watch me fuck your beautiful wife."

		She pushed forward slowly, and I watched in fascination as the massive dildo disappeared inch by inch into Millie's pussy. My wife's back arched off the bed, a long moan escaping her lips as she was stretched and filled.

		"Oh god," Millie gasped. "It's so big. So deep."

		Mina began to move, establishing a steady rhythm, and I could see the pleasure building in my wife's face. I leaned down to kiss her, swallowing her moans as Mina fucked her with the huge strap-on.

		"You like that, don't you?" I whispered against her lips. "You like being fucked by another woman."

		"Yes," she panted. "God, yes. It feels so good."

		Mina's pace increased, the sound of the dildo sliding in and out of Millie's wet pussy filling the room. I could see my wife getting closer to orgasm, her whole body trembling with approaching release.

		"Cum for me," Mina commanded, her voice husky with exertion. "Cum on my cock."

		Millie's orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her body convulsed beneath Mina, her pussy clenching around the thick dildo as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She screamed my name as she came, her nails digging into my shoulders as I held her through the intense climax.

		As Millie's intense orgasm slowly subsided, her body still trembling from the aftershocks, Mina gently pulled the strap-on from her pussy. Millie lay there panting, her skin flushed and glowing with satisfaction.

		"That was incredible," Millie gasped, her chest still rising and falling rapidly.

		"Oh, we're just getting started," Mina said with a wicked grin. She looked at me with those commanding eyes. "Jamie, lie down on your back. It's time for your wife to get what she's been fantasising about."

		I positioned myself in the centre of the bed, my cock still rock-hard and aching for attention. Mina helped guide Millie over to me, and soon my wife was straddling my hips.

		"Sit on his cock," Mina instructed. "Nice and slow."

		Millie lowered herself onto me with a soft moan, her pussy still incredibly wet and sensitive from her recent orgasm. The feeling of sliding into her warm, wet heat was almost too much after watching her cum so hard on Mina's strap-on.

		"That's it," Mina purred, moving to stand on the bed beside us. "Now ride him while you suck my cock."

		She positioned the thick black dildo, still glistening with Millie's juices, near my wife's mouth. Without hesitation, Millie parted her lips and began to clean her own wetness from the realistic toy while she rode me slowly. The sight was absolutely incredible, my wife bouncing on my cock while sucking the same dildo that had just made her orgasm so hard.

		"You love the taste of your own pussy, don't you?" Mina asked, pushing the dildo deeper into Millie's mouth.

		Millie moaned around it, never stopping her slow, sensual movements on top of me. I was fighting every instinct not to grab her hips and fuck her hard. This was Mina's show, and I was happy to be completely under her control.

		After several minutes of this exquisite torture, Mina pulled the dildo from Millie's mouth with a wet pop.

		"Now lean forward," Mina commanded, her voice taking on that authoritative tone that sent a shiver through me. "Lean forward onto Jamie, but keep his cock inside you."

		Millie's eyes met mine, and I could see a mixture of excitement and nervousness there. She knew what was coming, we both did. This was the moment she'd been curious about, the double penetration she'd dreamed of but never experienced.

		She leaned forward, pressing her body against mine, her tits crushed against my chest. I could feel her heart racing as she kissed me deeply, her pussy still gripping my cock.

		"Are you ready for this, baby?" I whispered against her lips.

		She nodded, but I could see the hesitation in her eyes. "I think so. I want this, but... what if I can't handle it?"

		Mina moved behind her, positioning herself between my spread legs. "You can handle it," she said confidently, her hands caressing Millie's ass. "You're going to love being completely filled. Trust me."

		She lined up the thick head of the dildo alongside my cock, and I felt the strange sensation of the head of another dick pressing against mine where it entered Millie. It was unlike anything I'd ever experienced.

		"Just breathe, beautiful," Mina cooed, slowly pushing forward. "Let me in."

		I felt the dildo slide in alongside my cock, stretching Millie impossibly wide. She stiffened immediately, a sharp gasp escaping her lips as she was filled beyond anything she'd ever experienced.

		"Oh god," she cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders. "It's so much. So fucking full."

		"I know, baby," Mina soothed, holding still to let Millie adjust. "Just relax. Let your body get used to it. You're doing so well."

		Slowly, carefully, Mina worked more of the dildo inside, and I could feel every inch as it rubbed against me through Millie's tight walls. The sensation was incredible, being squeezed so tightly while feeling another cock moving alongside mine.

		"More," Millie suddenly gasped. "Oh, God. Don’t stop."

		Mina began to move slowly, establishing a gentle rhythm that matched my own subtle movements. Millie was completely stretched, completely filled, experiencing sensations she'd never imagined possible.

		"You're taking us both so well," I murmured against her ear. "It feels amazing."

		The pleasure built quickly, more intensely than anything I'd seen before. Millie's moans grew louder, more desperate, as Mina's pace increased. She was being fucked by two cocks simultaneously, her pussy stretched to its limits, and the overwhelming sensation was driving her toward another explosive climax.

		"I'm going to cum," she panted. "Oh fuck, I'm going to cum so hard."

		"That's it," Mina encouraged, fucking her harder now. "Cum on both our cocks. Show us how much you love being fucked completely."

		Millie's second orgasm was even more intense than her first. Her whole body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over her, her pussy clenching rhythmically around both me and the dildo. She screamed with ecstasy, her climax seeming to go on forever as Mina continued to fuck her through it.

		When it finally subsided, she collapsed against me, completely spent, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

		"That was..." she whispered, unable to finish the sentence.

		"Amazing," I finished for her, still buried deep inside her alongside Mina's strap-on.

		"And we're still not done yet," Mina said with a satisfied smile.

		As we lay there catching our breath, the room filled with the heady scent of sex and satisfaction, Mina slowly pulled her strap-on from Millie's thoroughly used pussy. My wife was still trembling with aftershocks, her body glistening with sweat. With the dildo gone, her pussy felt strangely stretched and loose around my throbbing erection.

		Mina sat back on her heels, still wearing the harness, the black dildo jutting out from her body. "But who's going to make me come?" she asked with a playful pout, her dark eyes moving between us.

		Millie looked at me, then back at Mina, uncertainty flickering across her face. "I... I don't know if I can. I mean, I've never..."

		"If you don’t want to… remember, you promised I could have Jamie if tonight was good," Mina reminded her gently, her fingers trailing along Millie's thigh. "And it's been very, very good."

		Millie was quiet for a moment, processing. I could see the internal struggle, part gratitude, part curiosity, part generosity. "You're right," she said finally. "I owe it to him. I've had several new experiences with other men. Maybe it's time Jamie had his turn with someone new."

		Mina grinned, turning her attention to me. "Besides, after watching all that, I doubt Jamie's going to last very long anyway."

		Before I could protest, Mina was pulling me toward her, her lips capturing mine in a deep, demanding kiss. She tasted different from Millie, more aggressive, more demanding. Her tongue explored my mouth as she took complete control, and I found myself responding eagerly.

		She guided me down on top of her as she lay back, quickly removing the harness and tossing it aside. Her legs spread wide, and she reached down to guide my still-hard cock to her entrance.

		"Fuck me, Jamie," she commanded. "Show your wife how you make another woman cum."

		I slid into her wet hole with a groan. She felt different from Millie, not necessarily tighter, just different, like Kate had. The novelty of it, combined with everything we'd just done, had me immediately on edge.

		Millie moved to lie beside us, watching intently as I began to move inside Mina. Then, to my surprise, she leaned down and kissed Mina deeply while I fucked her.

		"Look at that," I panted, watching my wife kiss another woman while I was buried inside her. "Look how beautiful you both are."

		Mina broke the kiss and grabbed Millie's hand, guiding it to her breasts. "Touch me," she whispered. "Feel my tits, how hard my nipples are."

		Millie hesitated for just a moment before tentatively cupping Mina's breast, her fingers exploring the unfamiliar territory. Mina arched her back, pressing into the touch.

		"That's it," Mina encouraged. "Play with them. Pinch them."

		I watched, mesmerised, as my wife grew bolder, rolling Mina's nipples between her fingers, eliciting soft moans of pleasure.

		"Now my pussy," Mina instructed, taking Millie's hand and guiding it down between their bodies. "Touch my clit while he fucks me."

		Millie's eyes went wide, but she didn't pull away. I felt her hand brush against my cock, feeling where it moved in and out of Mina's pussy, her fingers exploring carefully.

		"It's okay," I encouraged her. "Touch her. Feel how wet she is."

		Millie's fingers found Mina's clit, and she began to circle it tentatively. The effect was immediate. Mina's pussy clenched around my cock as she moaned with pleasure.

		"Yes, just like that," Mina gasped. "Oh god, your wife has such gentle fingers."

		I looked down between our bodies. The combination of fucking Mina while watching Millie touch another woman's most intimate places was almost too much to handle. I could feel my orgasm building rapidly.

		"Harder," Mina demanded, pulling Millie down for another kiss. "Both of you. Make me cum."

		Millie's fingers worked more confidently now, rubbing Mina's clit in small circles while I pounded into her. The sight of them kissing, the feel of Millie's hand occasionally brushing my cock, the tightness of Mina's pussy, it was too much. Too good.

		"I'm close," Mina moaned against Millie's lips. "So fucking close."

		"Do it. Cum for us," Millie whispered, and I could hear the arousal in her voice. "Cum on my husband's cock."

		That was all it took. Mina's orgasm hit her hard, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock as she cried out. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and I quickly pulled out, stroking myself frantically.

		"Yes, cum all over me," Mina gasped, still writhing from her climax.

		I exploded across her belly and pussy, my cum painting her skin as I groaned with release. Some of it landed on Millie's hand, still positioned between Mina's legs, tentatively feeling her pussy while avoiding her over-sensitive clit.

		We lay there for a long while afterwards, the three of us tangled together in the aftermath of what had just happened. The room was heavy with the scent of sex and satisfaction, our bodies still warm and glowing from the intensity of it all.

		Millie was curled against my side, her head on my chest, while Mina stretched languidly beside us, her dark hair spread across the pillow. The silence wasn't awkward, it was contemplative, each of us processing what had just transpired.

		"I can't believe I actually did that," Millie whispered finally, her voice filled with wonder and a hint of shyness that had returned now that the heat of the moment had passed. "I mean, I really can't believe it. Did that actually happen?"

		I pressed a kiss to the top of her head. "It happened, baby. And it was incredible."

		"It really was," Mina agreed, turning onto her side to face us both. "You were amazing, Millie. Both of you."

		Millie blushed, hiding her face against my chest for a moment before looking up at Mina. "I... I'd like to try that again sometime. The double penetration, I mean. But maybe with two real cocks next time."

		The thought sent a buzz of arousal through me despite my recent exhaustion. "Really?"

		"Really," she said, her voice growing more confident. "And Mina..." She looked at the other woman with curious eyes. "I'd like to do this with you again, too. Maybe next time I'll get enough courage to actually... well, to fuck you with the strap-on. And maybe even..." She trailed off, blushing deeper.

		"Lick my pussy?" Mina finished for her with a grin.

		Millie nodded, looking both embarrassed and excited. "I've never done anything like that before, but watching you tonight, feeling how you responded... I want to know what that's like, to make another woman cum like that."

		Mina reached over and stroked Millie's cheek gently. "I'd love that. There's no rush, no pressure. We can explore at whatever pace feels right for you."

		I watched this exchange between them, feeling a deep sense of contentment settle over me. This wasn't just about sex, it was about connection, about Millie discovering parts of herself she'd never known existed, about all of us finding something beautiful and genuine together.

		"I love you," I said to Millie, the words coming from the deepest part of my heart. "I love how bold you are, how open you've become. I love watching you discover yourself."

		"I love you too," she replied, her brown eyes bright with emotion. "So much. This journey we've been on... It's changed everything, hasn't it? But it's made us stronger."

		Mina smiled as she watched us, clearly moved by the love between us. "You two are really special, you know that? What you have is rare. Most couples would have fallen apart going through what you've experienced."

		"We almost did," Millie admitted. "But we found our way back to each other. And now... now I think we're going to be okay. More than okay."

		"I hope this becomes a regular thing," Mina said, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my arm. "Not just the sex, though that was incredible. But this, the three of us together. The connection. I'd like to be part of your lives, if you'll have me."

		Millie surprised me by reaching over to take Mina's hand. "I'd like that too. You've helped me discover so much about myself tonight. About what I want, what I'm capable of."

		As we lay there together, I reflected on everything that had brought us to this moment. The Ten Day Plan, Matthew's manipulations, all the pain and discovery and growth. It had been a journey I never could have imagined, one that had tested our marriage to its very limits.

		But here we were, stronger than ever, more honest than we'd ever been, more open to experience and pleasure and love in all its forms. Millie had gone from the traditional wife she'd thought she was supposed to be to someone who embraced her own desires without shame.

		Because of this, what we'd just shared, what we'd discovered about ourselves and each other, this was the complete opposite of traditional. And as I held my beautiful, brave, adventurous wife close, with our new lover warm beside us, I realised that traditional had never suited us anyway.

		

	
		Introducing Myself: A New Blog For All You Ladies (And Men) Out There That Want More

		Sultry Whispers

		A blog by @SultrySinnerMinnie

		Dear Readers,

		Welcome to my secret sanctuary. I've started a brand new blog here, in a place where I can share openly about the passions and desires that have awakened within me recently. I'm not new to blogging, but this is a new venture for me, and I hope you like it. I won’t be disclosing who my other online persona is. This space is a fresh start, a place to explore the parts of myself I once never dared to admit existed.

		Before this, I was a steadfast, faithful wife who played by all the rules. I kept a perfect home, cooked perfect meals, and never strayed from the path of what society expected from me. I thought I had it all figured out, until something happened that changed everything.

		My husband, Mr. Stag, encouraged me to push my boundaries in ways I never imagined possible. What started as innocent curiosity has blossomed into something beautiful, terrifying, exciting, and completely transformative. We're now living what I would have called, just weeks ago, a life of sin. But I've discovered that sometimes sin is just another word for freedom.

		Here, I'll write honestly about wife-sharing, swinging, the thrill of swapping partners, the intoxicating power of lesbian connection, double penetration, and all the sultry sensations and scary emotions that come with embracing a more adventurous side of love and marriage.

		There's no judgment in this corner of the internet, only honest exploration and celebration of desire in all its beautiful, complicated forms.

		I want to break down the myths about sexuality and what it means to be a wife, a lover, a woman who chooses her own path without apology. I want to share the raw truth about discovering parts of yourself you never knew existed, about pushing boundaries within a loving marriage, and about the incredible intimacy that comes from complete honesty with your partner.

		Together, we'll explore what it really means to be fulfilled, satisfied, and completely authentic in our desires.

		Yours in desire and discovery,

		Sinner Minnie

		

	
		Day 31

		

	
		Epilogue

		Iwas finally settling into my new role as manager of the showroom. I’d nailed down all my duties and felt good, like this job was something I should have been doing all along. For the first time in years, I genuinely looked forward to coming to work each morning.

		I'd just finished closing a significant sale, a gorgeous Porsche Cayenne Turbo S E-Hybrid in Racing Yellow, complete with all the premium options, when Sophia appeared in the doorway of my office. She looked stunning as always, this time in a tailored navy dress that hugged her curves perfectly. We hadn’t fucked yet, despite her promise that she’d have me, one day, when the time was right. I didn’t know whether I was looking forward to it or whether I was slightly scared of her.

		"Congratulations on the sale," she said, glancing at the paperwork on my desk. "A Cayenne Turbo S? That's an impressive commission for your first month as manager."

		"Thank you," I replied, feeling genuinely proud. "The customer had been looking for months. He wanted to buy the car. I just talked him out of talking himself out of it."

		She smiled approvingly. "That's one way of doing things." She settled into the chair across from my desk, crossing her stocking-clad legs elegantly. "Which brings me to why I'm here. I wanted to let you know I'll be heading to Italy tomorrow to stay with Marco for three months. Business expansion."

		I nodded, unsurprised. Sophia's relationship with her Italian partner wasn’t a secret. She spoke about him more than she did Matthew, and frankly, it gave me some relief knowing she'd be focusing her attention elsewhere for a while.

		"Matthew has new employment," she continued, her voice taking on a more businesslike tone. "Still working for me, of course, but now as a mobile salesman covering the regional territory. I'm hoping you're happy to become manager permanently?"

		"Absolutely," I said without hesitation. "This is exactly what I wanted."

		"Good. Matthew might visit the showroom from time to time as part of his new role, but you'll be in complete control of operations." She paused, studying my face. "I trust that won't be a problem?"

		"Not at all," I replied, and I meant it. The power dynamic had shifted so completely that Matthew no longer posed any threat to me or my marriage.

		Sophia reached into her handbag and pulled out a small memory stick, placing it on the desk between us. "Before I go, I wanted to give you this. Matthew's been behaving himself mostly since our little... reorganisation. But I caught him masturbating to pictures and videos of your wife the other night."

		My stomach tightened, but I kept my expression neutral.

		"I cleaned everything from his phone and laptop and put it all on here," she continued matter-of-factly. "Most of it’s probably material you shared with him originally. But there's one video on there that I didn't expect to see. You should probably take a look when you get home."

		I glanced at the clock on my desk. 6:15 PM. I was already running late. "Thank you for this," I said, pocketing the memory stick. "I need to get going, though. Millie and I have plans tonight."

		Sophia stood, smoothing down her dress. "Of course. Have a wonderful evening, Jamie. And remember, you've earned everything you have now."

		After she left, I locked up the showroom quickly and drove home, my mind racing about what could be on that memory stick.

		When I walked through the front door, I found Millie in the kitchen, already dressed to go out in a beautiful red dress. She was wiping down the counters in her usual efficient way when she looked up and smiled when she saw me.

		"You're a bit late," she said, not accusingly but with that gentle observation wives make.

		"Sorry, Sophia needed to brief me on some things before she heads to Italy tomorrow. I'll just get changed upstairs quickly."

		I kissed her cheek and headed up after saying hello to Ethan and Grace, who were playing in the living room. After a few minutes of cuddles and promises to read them stories tomorrow, I went to our bedroom and shut the door.

		My hands were slightly shaky as I inserted the memory stick into my laptop. The anticipation was killing me. What hadn't I seen before?

		The stick contained dozens of files, mostly pictures of Millie that I recognised from our exchanges with Matthew during that intense ten-day period. I found myself briefly aroused looking through them again, remembering how they'd been taken and shared, but I pushed through quickly to find the mysterious video.

		When I opened it, my breath caught in my throat.

		The video started with Matthew's face filling the frame, his expression eager and lustful. He was obviously holding his phone, recording himself. Then he placed it down on what looked like a wooden nightstand and moved out of shot.

		The camera now showed Andie waiting on the bed, and my heart started pounding.

		"I hope you don't mind me filming this," Matthew's voice came from off-camera.

		"Whatever," Andie replied, her voice thick with arousal. "I'm just horny. Get on with it and don't show it to anyone afterwards."

		"I promise it's just for me," Matthew reassured her smoothly.

		I stared at the screen, transfixed. Andie was completely naked, and seeing her like this was a shock to my system. Her breasts were fuller than Millie's, more pointed, with darker nipples that stood erect with excitement. Her pussy was completely shaved, smooth and glistening with wetness, her legs open in such a way that the camera could see between her thighs. She looked incredible. My cock stirred in my shorts.

		Matthew moved into frame and immediately bent her over, positioning himself behind her. Without preamble, he drove into her hard, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from Andie.

		"You know," Andie panted as he began to find a rhythm, "I'm the slutty sister. You should be with me, not Millie."

		"Is that so?" Matthew grunted, gripping her hips tighter.

		"Millie's so traditional, so boring," Andie continued, pushing back against him. "I'll rock your world however you want. You can fuck me however you like, in the ass, whatever. I'm not some prudish housewife like she is."

		But Matthew wasn't having it. "I'm going to fuck your sister," he said firmly, his thrusts becoming more aggressive. "She’s not as prudish as you think. In fact, she got fucked today and not by Jamie."

		Andie's head snapped up in shock. "What? When? Who—"

		"This evening," Matthew replied, never breaking his rhythm. "In the showroom, bent over the desk in my office and fucked properly."

		"But not by you? Then who? You're lying," Andie gasped, but I could hear the excitement in her voice.

		"Ask her about Lewis," Matthew continued, pulling her hair back roughly. "One of the other salesmen. Jamie’s colleague. She sucked his cock while Jamie and I watched. Then he fucked her.”

		Andie moaned loudly, clearly aroused by the revelation. "Tell me everything," she demanded breathlessly.

		"There’s not much to tell," Matthew said, fucking her harder now. "Your precious traditional sister posed naked against some of the cars. Then we took her into the office and Lewis seduced her. Jamie loved it. Lewis had her screaming like a whore while he pounded her married pussy. You know she’s got a very cute pair of tits and a nice little bush going on. Lewis filled her up good with his cum."

		The dirty talk was clearly driving Andie wild, but as Matthew's pace became more brutal and demanding, she finally went quiet, reduced to gasps and moans as he used her roughly.

		"Fuck yes," Andie moaned, pushing back against him. "Harder. I’m going to make you cum so good after this that you won’t want Millie."

		I watched, mesmerised, as my sister-in-law took every inch of Matthew's cock. Her body responded beautifully to his rough treatment, her moans growing louder as he pounded into her. When her orgasm hit, she screamed with pleasure, her whole body shaking as waves of ecstasy crashed over her.

		Matthew pulled out just as he reached his climax, stroking himself frantically as he moved around the bed and came all over Andie's face and into her willing mouth. She caught some on her tongue, swallowing eagerly while the rest dripped down her chin.

		“That’s just round one,” Andie grinned up at him. “My turn to fuck you next, once you’ve got that dick hard again for me.”

		Then she crawled toward the camera, giving me an incredible close-up view of her swaying breasts. She had a cute little mole right between her tits. I hoped I’d be able to see it in real life one day. Then she looked directly into the lens with a satisfied smile and touched her finger to the screen, and the video ended.

		My cock was rock hard in my pants, and I couldn't resist pulling it out to stroke myself while I replayed the video. The sight of Andie, naughty, slutty Andie, being fucked was incredibly arousing.

		Just as I was getting into a rhythm, the bedroom door opened and Millie stepped in.

		"Jamie, are you ready yet? We need to—" She stopped mid-sentence.

		I quickly closed the laptop and managed to tuck myself back into my pants just before she could see what I was doing. My heart was pounding from the near miss.

		"Sorry, just checking some work emails," I said, hoping my voice sounded normal.

		"Andie and Shaun are here to babysit," Millie said, apparently not noticing anything amiss. "We need to get going if we want to be on time."

		I quickly changed into fresh clothes, my mind still reeling from what I'd just seen. As we headed downstairs together, I tried to compose myself, but the image of Andie naked and being fucked was seared into my brain.

		The woman in question and Shaun were in the living room, getting the kids settled with some colouring books. When Andie looked up and smiled at me, I felt a surge of arousal that I hoped didn't show on my face, or at the front of my trousers. She had no idea I'd just watched her having rough sex with Matthew, and that was even more of a turn-on.

		"Have a great time tonight," she said cheerfully as we gathered our coats. "Say hello to Dean and Sarah for us."

		"We will," Millie replied. "Try to get the kids in bed by eight. And if you want to… you know… the guest bed is made up."

		Shaun grinned at us knowingly. "Thanks. Good luck with your first foursome. Hope it lives up to expectations."

		Ethan looked up from his colouring with innocent curiosity. "What's a foursome, Uncle Shaun?"

		Andie shot her husband a withering look. "Shaun! It's when four people play golf together, sweetheart. Now show me what you’ve done so far with your colouring."

		As we walked toward the door, Millie whispered to me with a mixture of excitement and nervousness, "Are we really doing this?"

		I squeezed her hand, thinking about everything we'd been through, everything we'd discovered about ourselves, and everything that lay ahead. "As always, only if you want to.”

		Millie nodded. “I have a feeling tonight's going to be just the beginning of our next adventure.”

		I smiled. “Me too.”

		

	
		Afterword

		So, there we have it. Millie's journey from Trad Wife to Hotwife is complete and her adventures end here.

		For now…

		Yes, that's right. This isn't the last you'll read about Millie and Jamie and the crazy cast of characters that I assembled with this quadrilogy of books. Starting later this year, starting on Patreon, I'll be posting brand new chapters about Millie, under her new pseudonym Sinner Minnie as she builds her new blog and online following. These new stories will also fill in some of the gaps in and around the narrative of the last book as well as extending into the future.

		If you're not a Patreon, don't worry! They won't be exclusive to there, but will also be released as a full book available through all the usual channels and ebook stores, tentatively titled… "The Hotwife Diaries."

		Let me know if you enjoyed the book and you're excited for more!

		Until next time, stay horny!

		Paul
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